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The CATgament. 


Thi the yong D—_ of Florence, being too 
"a9 rogouerne ſo grear a ſtate, was by her fa- 
ft inthe ot Borgias her Vack cad 
| —xiheos [The Duke of Ferrars is by this vacle 
prottiifed to marry the Lady,and the Duke of Xemice hath 
— of the Florentine Senate, ro haueher yeelded 
' vpto 
:pohgl this difference; The two Dukes, bringtheir Ar. 
mics before rhe willles of Florence roy ic our by Bat- 
tate," who ſhall chioy the Princeſſe's Bur Borgias being a 
Neutralian, hath avtis ſuppol'd made away: hisowne. 
wife Trimoclea, with intent to marry his Niece /alis, and 
ſogetthe Dukedome the Cardinall of 4nion,(his Linſ- 
man) ſoliciting thead rediſpenſation , The great 
Tarke likewiſe roMult Bor: 3p00, [aniſtaries, to 
be his guard againff; apes, andto make 
him K. of 7raly, oncot &+- will dcliuer into - 
_ his hands the commi &5 of Gibraltar, ther. 
| byrogiue him & or! s of Chriſtendome 
which Borgias WCAres tt to dats... 
The Dukes lying before the =" Borgias ſurnmond 
a Parley, they come, & being in his counterfeired ſorrow 
rold that /»lia is dead, TR lay aſide their armes, 
grew friends, andare receiued into Florence, where aftcr 
a Ba1quer, Borg/as intends to killthem, but Mulleaſſ cs 4 
Turke, counſells otherwile, 
Mullcafſes isa Turke, that inexchange of 1#/io (Sonne 


to Borgias)comes into /1aly, to learnethe language and fa- 
ſhions > 


ago 1 go 
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ire from no contrariety 
Noe orainſt your rot as lam modeft, . 


C Througe worlds 
wW _—_ p 
Shiptin a Pinafle or 
Ama, No matter? vi geu 
And inthat hope our 
; ghto're 


Hemrihis Vane garmeref Beck: | 
Emer the Dalgof Fervara tne deere, andthe Dug 


of Venice at Len ro and mecte at 


And vowes 2 conqueſt: ſe ; 

Madane your loue, which band for a kart 

Were 1 an Orator I cvuld Ferrers, 

Helike CCC fome God, 

In him loue ſeemes a warrior for the fire 

Of beſt affetion burnes her deſire. 
Inl. Ard yet methinkes the fmooth Venetian 

Should more content a Venus: _ 

In him love ſcemeth as ee as a xr M 

Pleafing and fportfull: thi 

Dielike abortine fruit before 

Thare purſy andſhore 

Burns-inacalme CT 

- Are not like tempeſts ragi 

Like an even grenade ſhip 

Vnto the Porto : hjs fire 

Burns, and conſumes not, but maintaincs defire. 
Fen. Give ore mi claime: that ſhould argue, 

A too could temperaturein loue: beſides 

Te woulddiſablethe Venetian porzer 

Not to make good hischalenge: I darenot. 

Ferr, Why ſheis mine by Co 

Vew. 1 rant; that Borgias her vncle and ProteHor 


Promiſd you that which he cannot performe. 
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Mullcaſſes the Tirke. 
por paced dann 04S 0a oo OLE ROTS 


| mR_— owes vpon the parent 
bs, 


L eaues the Protector in his 
Free like himſelfe, ade manage 
Topromiſe -nd : on his afluranc 
Lines OED 
Dire ersof what I daime, by beanen 
Ang prn/hoguang bogs waa 
ue my c throagh your b'oods, | 
"Fen. Give Giuence fach =a= - 
Fea Tha demaund of you TION «= 


# 
# 


E T wit ou ;F 
Andlcauethis cirries fi Tux . on 
wy wg 6 ge | 
Ven. — MS 6p 
I would dareſtay an. fs ed 
Thy cre weak thy ro neigions: F | 
Mine onely G——___ 
Yer he got fe ae Wares Fs 


To iar for her another dothpoſſcſle, 
And makes our follics laughtcr to our foes: 
Willthen Ferrara make his paſſions ſubict 
To an indifferency that | (hall propound? 

Fery. © 1t the indifferency you ſhall propound 
Deuides not me from uh. 

Ven. She's the maine claime of both our armed loues. 

Ferr, And without herther's no indiffereacy. ' 
B 3 Ver, Yare 


M 
A 


en naint ; 
inſt the hotteſt vppoſiti | | 
Fol, Bid 1 not thinke my fortunes ebbe at loweſt 


It might amaze me. 


Ferr, What meanes this ſuddaine 


Ama. My libertie., _ 
-4 one gue notice to you: then lets away; 


may riſe-to mak't a happy day. _ 


I chalendge and ancrre thir right of warre 
Due to my ſword, 

Ferr. Vnlſheath itthen # 
Ver. Yes at thy boſome. * Sound Cornets; they ftay, 


paricy from the walls? 


tr IRE 


Fen. To whom ſprakes Forge 
Bor. Dukesto you 
Ne Sid 
That now hath tooke poſſeffion on our 
Curs off the feeling of alloutward Rare: 
Gun wuatc griefesw rang. {5107 
like care of other 
Werhinkeyou wrongd, I dhe binge have, 
Cauſes of organ the ronſuites of yourloves, 


Ferr, "But Rath row far-ferche Oratory? - 
Reftorethe Lady vnto me; and on my honours pawne 
Ile tree your Citty frog the armes of Venice. 
Ven. Senate, and you on whoſe authority, 
And And pmineof bonor l 7 loue, 
my affeRtions,and 
The freeome of tn? foule to [ulia: | 
Slight not your wiſedomes and > fr worrhisin gounſcll, 
To ſerue the ends ofhidden 
Make good your words » on as Iliue 
A Prince nſtainde in honor, I will free 
Your Citty from Ferraras hotteſt fury. 
Borg. Alas my gratious and renowned thats; 
Eapicdofeb/obictrhar they wrough 
O hes ce vporr- 
I racks Embaſſador 6f heauy newes, 
Toyoulamſureas heauy as ag Vs. 
Dn Die beet nid b, 
O it doth preſſe t oy peec 
Andie; alethargiedoth Lg ore 
wy giue it vtterance, 
york Hold the Protector there from falling- 


B 3 


Ven, Diſcend Protedtce, with her our armes arc dead. 
Fer. 1amamazd-poſleſſe. me paticnce, _ ah aug | 
Credulity Ferrers is a vertue, | 
| I belecueit: Bor heme foredin 


O—_ their xx w/e OY 
Yen, Should I thinke her murdred, or that ſhe ſtill doth line? 
And feed: ſome hope by deeming him a villaine, 
That ſooths this ſorrowfull newes into or cares? 
I might herein ſceme polliticke, and nurſe 
Some miſchicfe in my bolome for renenge, 
Ofthat wherein I but ſaſp=t a wrong. 
Thetrickes of ſtate-moules that worke vnder Princes. 


Are at the beſt, but like the vipers young, 


That how-ſo-ere: 1 
To many open and ſccure 1 
COR pre wbn 
' Ot himt gaue on ta! 
This keepes mehooeſt il, theh 
Ar ians to 2 wronged 4 
, m | A foort fewrihs- 


Enter Borgias and the Sevatte 


Borg. Laying afideall feareof what you may, 
Thusto your powers we doe 


+ ous lives, 
Your wrongs we doe conſt © 


Did ot the ood. _ 
All paſſion in It ſelfe: mi cs, 
Liues Florence in your loues: A eks dcath 
Dies the mcmoriall of your former wrongs? 
Vee, 1 forget themall, 
+» Ferr. I "oU ono reuenge. | 
Borg. are our cs to lones, 
Acdhe a fanour + es ts 1-9 on 
This the funerall hearſe of /»/is, - 
CI know that name is deere vnto youboth) 
Rerurnes againe to her creation. 
This night the rauenous mother of the world, 
( The all corrupting earth that cates ber young} 
Swalloweth the boty of your [alia, 
This night Ihe takes a farwell of vs all: 
Then ler it be a witneſſe of your loucs, 
To = her hearſe an honor with your preſence. 
. Ferr, Shouldwe not graunt this, we might be'taxt 
Of mychdiſhonor. | 
Ven. 1 were nat worthy that it ſhould be ſaid 
Tleuyed armcs for love of [n/ia, 
Should I deny my preſence at her hearſe.. 


Borg. Mylouc, thc necre alliance to her blcod, 


The 


The deere 
wh mn ecmm—_ the 


ESE 


As aducobſequy. 
Ves. The loue of Inlia 
Exatts carr of _ 


= Is 
honor forthis night, 
in Floreace, 


Et 
br fequernerane yy tn. | robe ok 
| wongy nn ne earch 
Ym. he ng es 


Their 
To ſing 
Sorrow fits ſad and weeping invar ſtrectes, 
All eyesare wet with teares, ſauethoſe where griefe 
Hath dryed all moiſture vp. Our ſucking infants 
Are paleand leane with hanging onthe breaſts, 
Ofgriefe-ſpent marhers: If theſe may welcome you, 
Wee'lgiue you prodigall w Coo cc Chi: 
Ven. Suchwelcome fits thedeath of Intia. 
Ferr. $0 ſhould all mourne and my wp Ielie, 
Borg. So doe we mourne and weepe for / alia, 


Mulleaſſes the 'Twurke. 

Lead on vnto the Citty: rnd is ſorrow? 

Griefe is a Tortoyſetothenimble | 

And chils their motions, the officers of lowe, : 
Line at our funcrall, and in death doemooue. Eximnub 


Sznaſccunda. 
Enter Amada, + Ennuchss. 


LAma, Emnmucha 
Ennu. Madam. 
e<ma. What ſolemniticis that the Citty celebrates? 
Emnnm. The Dukes of V eniceand Ferrara, 
Are with your father encred the wals 
Vnto the funcrals of [n/ie. 
eAma, Why, is In/ia dead? ; 
Emnu, I hope your Ladiſhip ——= 
' Ama. Icry thee mercy; the remembrance ofher 
ESD 
And thats the cauſe t on 
Exns, Truc Madam. Its 
Ama, Remonea while. 
Emnu, At your ſeruice Lady. | ftand aſide. 
Ama. Inlia giacnout for dead, ; 
And liue in durance at my fathers will? 
Tis ſtrange: the Dukes inuite/ to her funcrall, 
Mere mitts of pol'icie? O rs wr 
The clue of reaſon, canner guide the fate, 
Ofthis Deda/ion maze: wer't not prophane 
In meto queſtion nature for my birth, 
And quarrell wtth my ſtarres for being daughter 
To him whom I ſaſpe& to be a villaine: 
Some inſpiration of religious 
Makenature lefle in me, and bcare my duty 
Euen with his awe whoſe vncontrould commaund , 


Frees OI EITITNT parents. My 
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- Mulleaſſes the Turk 
My father o_ das left in charge with me, 
That I ſhould faire /wla: I.am her laylor,- 
To whome, both be and [ doe oweallegiance, 
Diftra&ed duty, how ſhould IT beſtow thee? 
Oathe right owner, juſtice I adore thee. 


Emer Borgias. 
Borg. Amada. on 


Ama, My loueand duty-. 

Borg. Alone? 

Ara. My mothers Eunuch: 

Borg, How fares Inlia? 

Ama. Liaes as you commannded, ynſeene & private. 

Borg. Thy mothers dead. 

eAma. Defend it heauens/ 

Borg, Dead: no more: Emnuchus? 

Emuns, My loue and ſcruice. 

Borg, You gane it our laſt night as I commaunded 
T7 imociea my wife was icke. . 

Emunu, 1did and'c like your grace. 

Borg. When ſetsthe Sunne?. 

Exzxx. Some ſix houres hence. 

Borg. Tonight will be to ſoone: to morrow morning 
Rumour't about the Citty, my wife is dead, 

Say abroad ſheis dead, 

Exnxs, It ſhall be donez 

Borg, So ſhallthy daty keepe me bound to thee. . 
Amad«: ſomething more I haue to ſay, . 

Prepare for marriage. 

eAma, For marriage?- 

Borg, Queſtionme nor, thou muſt be married, 
Mulleaſſes is thy husband, my word hath ſealcy ir, 
Be ſtill my Arg*s, and keepe [whia. 

Death to my foule, Exnchns 

Canft thou vnknowne (to any ſaue thy {elfe) 

Poyſona groome to ſtuffs a coffin with? 
Emnnx. I canto pleaſe your Lordſhip: 


Borg. 


* v1: . $4414 ; , 


[ Mulleaſſes the Turks: 


Borg, Othou ſhalt pleaſe vs highly, I hauc great v(e 

Ofluchathing, I prethee doe it: 

My wife laſt night was poyſoned, her bod 
The world belecues is /ulss, fi dead, 

Now for the ſecond funcrall of my wife. 
Her coffin muſt be fild vp with ſome laue, 
| He ſhall be honord princely to his graue. 

The funerall ſtates my preſence; Amads 

See to my Iulia, if Mrnlleaſſes mooue, 

Bc kinde and gentleto his proffered lone. Exit Borgias, 

e-/Ima. Heeresa diſtrafted laborinth of wit, 

TIslia aliue, and yet her funcrall kept: 

My mother dead and neuer ſicke: tis true: 

To many, death is ſuddaine and vnlooke for: 

So'twasto her: and inthe midſt of death, 

] muſt be marricd: death take meto, 

Let me not liae to ſee thoſe tapers burne, 

That lead meto his bed: wher's ſanity? 

Religion is the fooles bridle, worne by pollicy: 

As horſe wearetrappers to ſeeme faire in ſhew, 

And makes theworldseye dote on what we ſeeme. 

Be ſilent yet for duty ſtops thy mouth, 

Tie into [«/ia, tis ſheand I, 

That muſt be { hors7 in this Tragedy. Exit Amads, 

Eume, How ſo'cre my fortunes make me now a flaue 

T was a free borne Chriſtians ſonnein Cyprus, 

W hen Famoguſta by the Turke was fackt: 

In the deuifion of which Citty ſpoiles, 

My fortune fell to Aulleaſſes lot: 

Nor was it Tyranny enough that I was Captiue, 

My parentsrobd of me, and [of them, 

But they wrongd nature-in me, made me an Eunuch, 
Diſabled of thoſe maſculine functions, 

Due from our ſex: and thus tubiced, 

Theſe ſixteene yeares vnto the vilde commaynd, 
Of an imperious Turke, I now am giucn 
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 Mulleaſſes the Turke. 


To ſeruethe hidden ſecrets of his luſt, 

Vnto Timzcles, the wife of Borgias, 

Whoſe priuate mixtures Iam guilty off: 
Beewixt theſe three I ſtand as1na maze, 

In eg'dtoall theire ſinnes, and made a baud 

To luſt and murder: Hwlleaſſer firſt 

Giues me vnto 7imocler, that without ſuſpeR 
I might procure theirloues ſecurity: 

For which they promiſe me my liberty. 

But Borgias whether icalous of his wife, 

Oc reaching at ſome further pollicy: 

Bindes me viith golden offersto his truſt, 
And firſt commaunds me rumor itabroad 
Timeclea his wife ws ſicke, when at that inſtane 
She waS in health and dauncing with the Turkc. 


. Now muſt ſecond that repnre with death, 


And ſay abroad Timec/es is dead: 

Short warning for a journey vnto heauen: 

But (which amazcth moſt)1 muſtpronide 
The body of ome grocmeto ſtop a coffin with. 
This is a riddle of ſome Sphinx, let O-dipas 
Vnfold the meaning: Ileane itto'tHhieuent, 
And thinke moſt ſafety innot knowing it. 


I muſt prouide ſome groome, thats my commaund:.. 


Proſper me Saturne, and thoſe ſtarresof finne, 
Whoſe influence makesvillaines fortunate, 


He kils by law that kils men for a ſtate. 


Enter Bordells & Pantofle bis Page, 


But who comes here my ſpruce he-letcher 


* That makes his boy ſauc him the charges of a bawdy houſe, 


Fore Mahomet an excellent fellow for my Lords ccffin; 
Afliſt me power of wir. oj 
Bord, Pantofle. 
Pan. A 


Mullcaſſes rhe Tarke. 


Paw, At your plealure ſir? | 

Bord. Thou haſt beene at my pleaſure indeed Pantofle, I will 
retreate into the country, hate this amorcus Cours, and betake 
my felfeto obſcurity : I tell thee boy I will returne by this {Ir 

a Iſle without transformation ſince Hebe bath difconered her 
ecretsI will turne I#piter , hate the whole ſexe of women, and 
onely embrace thee my Gommede. | 

Pay. Sfoot fir you are as paſſionate for the diſloyalty of your 
Sempltreſle, as ſome needy Knight wold be forthe loſle of ſome 
rich magnificos widdow:dee younot ſee how the ſupporters of 
the Court, the Lady ofthe labby gape after your good like 
ſo many griggesafter freſh water, and can you withold the dew 
ef your moiſter element? 

Bord, I tell thee ſhould the Lady Iulias when ſhe was aliue 
Haue proferred me Her cheeke to kifſe, I would not haue bowed 
to that painted mags for her whole Dukedome : Merewry had 
no good aſpet in the horoſcope of my natiuity; women & loti- 
um are recipiocall, their fauour is noy{ome. 

E an, Why her's a ſlaue in folio will ſeeme to lightthe love 
of a Princeſfe ,. when he would willingly ſpend his talent on an 
oyſter wife, , 

Borg. Sirra Pentofle truſſe vp my wardrobe: but withal pub. 
liſh my — , I would willingly pat my creditors te the 
chardge of garding me out of towne.. | 

Pax. It will much ſcandalize your reputation for to depart 
indebted: you will be curſed heauily, | | | 

Bord, Todeparr indebted boy , is the one)y way,to be praid 
for, ſecing they know it is my proſperity and welfare that muſt 
make them ſatisfaftion. 

FE x»nx. Betore heauen an excellent reaſoq. 

Pas, Pray fir make euen with- your Taylor ,. for he is yerie 


poore, 

Bord. Moſt willingly, for I am not poſſeſt of a pennikin,and 
if he be not before with me, I take ic we are cuen, & may walke 
in campage, Pamtofle vaniſh, 


C 3 Bord. I haue 
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- Mullcafſes the Twrks: 

Part. IT goefir, | . 
.- Ewnu, Ihaucit, thankes ſweete Thais , thou haſt begor a 
child of mirth in my braine, 1 willpur it to this creature of Flo- 
rence to nurſe; fancy Seignior. | 
. Borg. Emmecbnes, Venus reſtore thee to thy generation: what 
doings are now in your quarters? my 
«=s#, Doings: iti faith courtly and weake; Cupid helpe the | 
poore Ladyes. 
Hoy; you areaboyeme, I meane not their ingenys or yppec 
galleries, . go . 
_ Em, 'Nor1 neither: & yer 1 ſpeake of their vnderſtandings, 
which-by reaſon of a generall » halt and debility in their 
hamms know) are moſt falteringly feeble: but to pre- 
ſent the meſſage I am ſent for: to your worthieſt ſelfe, from my 
Lady and miſtrefſe the proteftors wife: you arc intelligent? 

Borg. The beauteous Timoclea, 
. Exnx. Heayens grant ſhe may hauec the vertue ofattraftion- 
fer ſhehath laide open, the luſter of her beſt parts to your grace 
wh nay make not refreate fir : ſhe knowes you dudaine her 


Borg. The truth isl am carthly , and like nor to participate 
with the clement of the fire; good Ewnwchws commend meto 
your Lady, and tell her by importuning my afeRion, ſhe ſeckes 
the fall of an innocent. | |; ; 

Enna. TrusSir , but with a firme beleefe of your rifing a- 


gaine. | 
Borg. Iſcenohopeofit. EEE 
Ennn, The harder is her fortune: but heare me, we thirkes 


reward ſhould pricke you on with more courage,to ſuch an ho- 


norable encounter. 
Borg. Faith ExnachThaue made a vow not to vncaſe my 


ſelfe to any of that ſexe. 
Emns. It may be you grounded your oath ypon the vncleancs 
of your ſhirt. 
Borg. Verily fince the relapſe of my Sempſtrefle, I hauc not 


addited my (elfe to that neat & cleanly carriage. | 


* 


a ans AanS Xa 


& wn. Sfoct 


Mullcaſſes the Tieke, 


Exn. Sfoot Ithought ſome foule cauſe or otherginterpgſed is 
ſelferwixt you and my Lady: But fir, ile {ee all wants ſupplied, 
thy debts ſatisfied , thy fprtunes mounted: onely bee 
tractable to my poore loue-ſickeLady and miſtreſle, iuſt and 1o- 
uing, | 

For . Asl am,fo fatcs aſſiſt me: & Enxuchas heer's my hand 
thou ſhalt have ample ſhare in my fortunes. ; 

Ev», By thisband fir but 1 willnot: doe not faile ſirat eight 
of the clocke to mect me here, where ile detiner you the key of 
my esch1mber; wich pheriofiruWens in thc bulineſſe, 
and witn afſuredneſle of preferment and promotion. 

Borg, Decre Ennch let me hugge thee ; how 1long toma- 
nifeſt thy ſeruice to my Lady Timoclea. 

You will mecte? 

Ewn. My hand and promiſe for it, 

Borg. It ſhall ſuffice, | 
By women man firſt fell, by them lleriſe, Exs, 

Ewnx. Haha ha: ProteQor here's aſlaue 

. Shall ſtuffe thy coffin: him thou Chalet ſacrifice 
Vnto T smocleas gholt, whoſc humorous ſoulc 
Shall in his paſſage ouer Acheron 
Make Charos laugh, and the ſterne judge of hell 
Smile at his folly; this-is the fatall key 
Condudts him to thoſe ſhades by Borgsias hand: 
Thus fooles muſt fall, that wiſe men Fae may ſtand. 


SCzna. 3. 


Enter a Friay after him a ſurerall in white, and bearers in 
whate, after them Borgias, then the two Dukes, * 
after them the Senate. &c. 


eA ſolemme march, 


Borg. <> downe that heauy load of miſery, 
O would the caſing you, might eaſc my heart! 


Pure 


| Mulleafſes the Twhke. 
Paehgtetiurticn © fatonts 


| funerall: trac rel{que of that loue 
Idid cds from thy fathers 


Didnot my pri 

Oh1 

Of thoſerrue rertocs died with him and thee,” 

Bur ſorrow ſhuts my breſt:'Friar, thine office, 
Fri. By that great power is giuen to mee 

The gates of heauen I ope to thee, 

ks Angellsthou ſhale fing 

The ſong of faints before a King, 

That fits for ener on his throne, 


c | 
And giuecth light to cuery one*+ 
To himchy te woder benjvich, 
Thy body to the carth beneath: 
And ſo weclofethy rombe againe, 
And pray thy ſoulc be free from paine. 

Ven. Looke fromthy holy manſion ſacred maid 
And ſce how proftrae I adore thy bliſſe: 
Theſe armes1n hope of conqueſt of thy lone 
That rould themſclues in ſteele, ſhall claſperhe aire, 
And in their empty foldings line ſtill barren 
Ot allthe comfort my youths hope did promiſe, 
And fince thy death takes my loues ioy from me, 
Tle die a virgin-ſaint and live with thee. 

Fer, I cannct vent my breſt in loue ſicketearmes, 
Nor callto recard all the gods of loue 
For my 1 ity: nor proſtitute, 
An oyly paflion curioufly compoſd 
Ofriming numbers at my miftres hearſe: 
Or tcll her dead truncke my true lone in vearſe: 


ageto let ſome teares 


But 
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| Mulleafſes the Twke. 


But fincedy death her loue Tam denied, 
To ay 1lou'd her is Ferrer avs prides 
Borg. My honour, an dthat weake ability | 
ea Ip aus 
ies at your pri your 
Done whe dead: now-is Hetia Thut | 
For euer from your cicyr ſane thar ſhe lines - 
Like a pure relique of ſome holy Saine, 
_— In our rye w_ let me now renew 
My firſt requeſt, to fup with vs to night, 
A —— doe at funerals, | 
So (ſhall you double honour vnto me, 
Indoing double honour vnto her. 
| Ven. lle doe all honour both to her and you. 
_ phe hank ces, pleaſe you lead? 
org, 1 e c your 9 you 
Heere lacs alaſting memory of he dead. E xeunt. 
+ /olemme martch. 


Janet Borgias, © 
Thus farre my pioning pollicies run enen, | R 
And leuell with my aimes: 7#he liues, 
And in her hearſe Timociea my wife, 
Deludesthe credulous Dukes: poyſoned laſt night 
By Mnulleaſſer, to make way for me, 
To marry [lia my brothers daughter > 
For whichthe Cardinallof 4=5ox, iy kinſcman 
Sollicitesdaily with his holinefſe 
For diſpenſation with our bloods alliance: 
As fortheſe weake men, ——— in loue, 
Dics with my ftrong werring 
T can ——— 
My ations with the for 
By W—_ made-vnto my 
_ = me forty thouſand Ianifarie 

o be my gainlt forraigne outrages: 
And more: make me _ italy, .. 


the Turke 


To 


+3 Mulleaſſes the Twrke: 
him but commaund the ſtreighrs, 
of im but communnd poo the trig 
lng apy ou my faith to God 


alrie [0 varothe 
C_—_ = becepyand te Joe 


Chriſtened thereon? Ide 

To gaine thoſe ends I have pt my aimes, 
Religion (thou that ridſtthe backe of flaucs 

Into weake mindes inſinuating feare 

And uperſtitious cowandneſle) thou robſt 

Man of his c..iefe bliſſe by Re LONRESRda if a 
Nature at theſe my browes bend- thy miſter 

Wrought by thine owne hands in our ame b i 
Giuevs Sche vic of good, thou art my God, . 

If what I haue of thee, or wit or. Ws. 'F | 
Or Serpent didiggt MILUYES © men,. -: 
Cunning confuſion o ie She ol yy 
Be they « my childrensljucs, my un friends 


May gaine me what I wiſh, [ - » nnd _— 


And thinke tang +. wr. 
For they that haue the ſyuera! O 25, | 
Doe know no God at all es Kings 


Fini ta Primi, 
qefn1 ugh >» "571 v "7 , 
+ Ads2 SramA to: ; 


Hm ftw 
Mall. Terpl abtiarctorhe firfttbat Mau v'd 


W hole —_ ; and hould thee ſtill a God: 
W hoſe holy-cuſtomd-ceremonious rites, 
Liuc rnprophan din our 


Thou God of Meche, eaghey Mabener, 
Thus Anlleaſſer at thy memory: ':: | 


Ex, 


heChabs forme: Thuuat whoſe nod. | 


Diſc ends: 
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| 
Mulfcaſſes the Twke. 
Diſcends: accept his huouli 
Grear Prophacie thy inf hone 
Vncheckt by danger: mew not vp my ſoule, 
In the pent roome of conſciences / ' 
Make me not morall CHahomer, coopt vp 
And fertered in the fooles Phyloſophy, 
That points our ations vnto honeſty, 
Gtue my plots fortune: let my but touch 
The marke 1 aime at: then the gazing time 
Shall in the preſent hide my fermer 111 
Succefle like-/erheto the ſovles in blifſe 
Makes men forget things paſt and crownes our (ing 
With rame of valour, be we impious: 
1 Scelns felix tiles vs vertnous. 


Enter Ennachss. 


Enunu., My honourd Lord. 
Acul!l, What digell interrupts me? 
Ennu. My duty. x” 
Mull. Your duty isrco dilligent that dares 
Peere into my retreates: now ſhould I kill thee, 8 
Ennn, The Lore Protetor Borgias my mailter ——— 
Mull, Ageanddiſcaſes breed confumptions 
And rot him. W hat craues he? 
Emnnu. Your inſtant preſence. 
Anil. I haucinſtant buſineſſe whoſe high import - 
Detaines my ſpeed: know you the matter? 
Exnx, Atumult *mongſt the feartull multitude, 
Cauſd by an ominous terrour in the heauens, - 
+ Ts as I gefſethe ofreaſon your want. 
Mull. W hat heauens? what terror? 
Emnnn, The Sun on ſuddaine feeles a darke eclipſe: 
And hides his filuer face bchinde the moone, 
Asloath to ſee ſome prodegies appeare. 
Mull, Make thateccliple cternall Adabomer. 
D 2 Riſe 
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Miullcaſſes the Twke. 


Riſe, riſe ye miſty-footed 5 

Draw your darke miſtrefſe with her 

Like a blacke Negro in an Ebone chaire, 
cie: from 


ewyle, 


AMul. Perhaps tis thirſty forthe bloodof Princes, . 
Blaſe our prodigious ſtarre, and let the fire 
Dart ſoule amazing terrorcoallcies: 
Be like the Baſiliske fatall ro behoul.{: 
Ile fat the flimmy earth more then the © plagues 
And from her boſome ſendtheblovd of K 
Sti'd int» oyly vapours borne on high, 
Toexpiate thoſe flames that fe would die. 
Ennme. What anfwer ſhall I rerurne vnto my Lord? 
Ml. ThatT will ſee bim preſently, be gone: Boyg1as, 


Thou art no tutord pollirition Exit Emmech: 
Tolay another in thy boſome. 

Know a ſtate-villaine muſt be like the winde, 

That flics vnſbene yet lift. an Ocean 


Into a mountaires height, That on the ſands 
W hole Nauics may befplit intheir diſcent, . 
I ſtand aboue thee, and'as fromza rocke ihe 
Whoſe eminence out ſwels the raging flood, . 
| See thy hopes ſhipwrackt: O ity, 
Securities _ — —_ fooles: 
The drunkards Ape, thit feeting for his way 
Euen when he thinkes in hisgdeludled fence, 
. To ſoatchat ſafety, fals without defence. 


Tivice - 


l - 
-, 
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Mullcafſes the Thwke. 
Twiſe hath the Nemeer Lyon breathd forth fire, 
And made the ſcalded dogge-ſtar 7 ene nmaee 
Twilſe thedaies plannett ob burriing ſignes 
Hured his fiery chari ime © 
I came to Florence in exchange for Inlie. 
Fhe ſonne of Bo. gra;, here to lcarne thetongues, 
The faſhions and the Arts of Chriſtendome: 
Now by my ſlicand affable intruſton 
I am made intimate with Zorgias; "y 
Hethinkes m choughromr Oldies wrovght 
In any forme "he Bukes(that claimd 
The loue of /»/54) he hath deluded 
By a fain's rumor of a ſuddaine death: 
Her he detaines vatill he fits histime 
By murder of the Dukesto be fecure, 
In his owne power to decke his marriage: 
T :imooclea his wife (the death of all his 
If ſhefaruives) he now bdeenes is dead 
Poyſond by me: inlicw of which he 
Hisdaughter «Amada to me for wife: 
As if my hopesflew not ſo bighas his: 
Now to ſecure my flight and make my wings 
Stronger then his that meſted in the Sun, 
| _ wife Timoelea | _ mg this tombe 
Madc ſeeming line- af toyce 
Inful'd in ſen of poyſon mm ber cups 
Here I myſt ws her, andin her ſtir vp 
Reuenge againſt Borgzar, 
Image of drath and daughter of the night, 
Siſter to Lerhe af oppreſſling ſleepe, 
Theu that amongſt a hundred thouſand dreames 
Crownd with a wreath of mandrakes ſitft as Queene, 
To whomea mfflionof care-clogged ſoules, 
Lye quaffing iuyce of Poppy at thy fete, 
Reſigne thy vſurpation, and diflodge, 
Hang on the cies of ſloth and make them ſleepe 
_ D's: Whoſe 


Mullesiſes the 71k: | 


W hoſe heartsare heauy, er whoſe ſorrowes weepe 
Giue way to motivn;;and thou whole blood 

Stands .n thy full raines like a charmed floud 
Receiuatheayre gaine: ſuruiuc his hate 

That onthy graue againe, climbes high tg reach his fate, 


2... Temocleariſeth in hey tombe, 

Timo, Who ſpeakes ſo lowd 

Aſnull. Hethat ſpeakes life 7 imoclen, 

Timo, You wake me. 

Mut. Such power | chalenge Lady in my voice, 
To wake you from your grauc. | -./ 

Timo, Where am 1? 

Aſnll, In your graue. 

T imo. Hah, wy grave. 

Ani. Benot amaſed Madam: you are fafe. 

Timo. Who ſyeakes ynto me? oh forbeare: 
- 'I amnot for your preſence: ſee my bed 
Lyes much vnſcemely: who attends me there? 
What meanes this impudent intrufiod? | 

Mull. Take time to your amazement: know where you are 
Tis Aſulleaſſes ſpeakes to you; him you once lou'd: 
T1s not now time to feare. 

Timo. I know your face,and yet I know your being 
Giuescauſe of feare, | 

Mull, Giueyour ſelfe to me, and on thoſe rites 
Dueto the ſweets of loue, here is no daunger. 

Timo. Accept me in your armes. 

Mull. See where you are, know you this place? 

Timo. Some Church I thinke. 

Mull, And theſe the Trophyes of your Anceſtours: 
This isthe buriall common to your blood. : 

Timo. Oh free me from amazement, what ſtrange accident 
Brought me ſo neere my death? [ am now my ſeltc, 
And tucly capable of a diſcourſe. 

Mull, Thenknow Madam your life hath bene purſued, 


And m; (clfe oribed, to be your poyſoner, X 
. : ur 


Mullcaſſes rhe Turke. 


But that my loue turnd death vataa leepe, | BY, 
And brought you thusaliue vnto your graue: | 
Timo, Say on my deereft CG brib'd thy louc? > 
W hart bai bari{me, or whatdeſert of mine T3 | 
Mou'd this attempt againſt my life? 
Mull. My foule durſt iuſtific your innocence, 
But that diſcaſe that bred in Paradiſe, 
Swels like the Preſters poyſon in our vaines 
(To whichallmen are heires ambiton) , 
Deſire to be like God: t'was that corruption 
Gaue me occaſion thus to ſkew my loae 


On yourliues ſafety, 

Timo. My loue, and life arethine: ſpeake onely. 
W haz breſt could fo cruelly ambitious? 
W hoſe honor or whoſe fortunes could any life 
Ecclipſe or darken? 


Mull. Firſt Madam you muſt (weare, 
By life, by lone, and by that hapineſle 
; Your ſouleaſſures you inthe faith you hold 
With me, this night to proſecutereuenge 
On your liues enemy. 
Timo. By life, by loue, and by that happineſle, 
My ſoule aſſures me in the faith I hold, 
By that which bindes mt more, by this kafſe biom, 
I ſweaze this night to proſccute revenge 
On my liues enemy. 
AMnul. Enough: thy reſolution like a fire, 
Makes my warme blood boyle: Borgias. 
T imo, My husband. = 
Mul, Your husband: ſtart not I ady, 
Twas he that by a preaniſe of your daughter 
T he faireſt e Amada to me for wife 
Made my tongne ſay, that 1 would poyſon you? 
Silerce deere Lady: chohonll paſiions 
And femenine complaints in thoughts of ,yengeance, 
f : Forget 


# 


their conception, 
Then Het TONES 025 yours, 
Tim, Astult of orthe wife of [s/or: 


Rob'd by the faire Corinthian of her loue. 
Thus 1 aſcend re otdnies hens, 
Ia trom p | 

_ my ownefare: forgiueneſſe + eye | 

hopes make me prophane; and my proud thoughts 
Vikowabous :A cd - 
Thou that giveſt food vatothe foule of man), 
What ſweere fi ofmy furvreblifſe 
Haue I from thee? O I am 


Sxna 2. 


Borgias ſolu. 


Borg. A Pollitirtan Procens-like muſt alter 

His face and habit, and like water ſceme 
Of the ſame colour that the vefſell is 
Thar doth containe it, kis forme 
With the Cameleon at [ 
Twice like a Serpent hauec Icaſt my skin, 


—— kc 


Exean. 


Once 


——————_—_—_——___ 


Mulleaſſes the Tyrke. 


Oace when with mourning ſighs I wept for «lia, 
And made the two Dukes weepe for 1«/ia, 

That coat is caſt+ now like an Amoriſt, 

I cone in loving tearmes to court my /#/:4, 

And ſeeme a loucr: bur of all ſhapes 

This fits me worſt: whoſe conſtcllarion | 
Srampt in my rugged brew the ſignes of death, 
Enuy and ruine: ſtrong Antipathyes 

Gainſt lone and plcaſure: yet muſt my tongue 
With paſſionate oathcsand proteltations, 

With ſighes, (mooth glances, and officious tcarmes, 
Spread artifciallmiſts beforethe cics 

Of credulous ſimp'icity: he that will be high, 
Muſt be a Paraſite, to fawneand lyc. 


Emner Amada, 


eAmad a. 
eAma, Your pleaſure. 
Borg, How (tand your thoughts affefted to the marriage 


T lately did acquaint you with, are yourcſolu'd? 
Amgs. lam: Rather todie thenliue to ſee that houre «ſide, 


Borg. I would ſec [zl44., pray her company? 
Ama. I will. : þ "xe 4 BET 


Enter Mulleaſſer. 


Borg. Your preſence is moſt welcome: 

Afnll. W hart bufineſſe of import? 

Borg, Nought for the inſtant but a wooing ſceanc, 
Prepare your wit my Lord to fight with words. 
The Champions ſtreight approach, but two to two, 


E E ni ey 


Mullcafſes the Turke: 
Enter Firy and eAmada. 


Borgias conrts Inlia, and, /Mulleaſes Amada, 
glancing his ee on [nl14. 


Hull, My lou'ddeere Lady. 
Borg, Bcautuous Madam. 
Atul), Faire as the morning. 
Borg. Be as thy benny ſeemes, propotious, loumg. 
Anil. Attratiue Sunſhine: al! affe Xions mouing. 
Borg, More then a {ubieR, and more humble benr, 
Il, How ſupple ſeemesambition? Vndeyar too low: 
Aſail, Deuineſt faire ro whome all hearts ſhould bow, 
e-ſma, Fitattributes tor heaucn, my Lord, my fearure 
Is but earthmould, the weake frame of nature. 
ALall, Yet grac with heaucnly vertue, it ſeemes diuine 
Berg. 1Iknow your lights aboue me, yct ler it ſhine 
Like the daies beauty on the lowly plaines. + 
Inl. Subiets are no fit loues for Soueraignes.. 
Borg. High comets from the earth draw vp the nurture, 
Is!. Yet Go the Sunne true ſtarres have ali their luſtre, 
Aſall. Teue ſtarre onearth: | 
*Ama; You fatter, pray*torveare. 
Borg. Loue Madam is importunate, you maſt hearc: 
Your mccacfle mikes me be abrupt: 1 loue 
AnJmuſt enoy you. 
1::/, Halto my loue: Borgias Heprenent you. 
1u!/, 1 maſt be plaine: loneyou me my Lord? 
Borg. Iby thatg.ower that made me. 
Int. Reſtore thea that, thatyou hauc robd me of, 
My honor and my lifes for I am dead, 
$9 thought of in the world: giae me what I am; 
Returne thetitle dae vrito my birth |» 
Du.chcfſec of Florence, analthy Soueragne. 


Mullcafſes rhe Turke. 


Make me as free as I was borne, and giue my loue 
Theliberty of natare: then ſhall 1 beleeue 
Andthinke you loue me. 
Borg. 1 will reſtore your honours and your life, 
I will rcturne the duticsof your birth: 
Dutchefle of Florence and my Sougraigne, 
T he Soueraigne of my hcarr: and k-ecle ro you, 
And make my thoughts as humble as my knees: 
Sec: I amnot amvitious, tis not a Crowne 
The gorgeous title of a Soveraig ie, 
Makes mc (ocuil! in your thoughts: the porze of lou? 
W home ſome terme light, and giues him wings y 
To ſoarc aloft 11 mc is but the ſame 
And makes me ſtoops thus low to [wlra. 

[nlia. Vncle Tam a ſham'd that any blood of mine 
$ hovld harbor ſuch an inceſt: you haue an caſter way 
To gaine what youdelirr: make good theſame. 

The world is now paſſcit of; murther me, 
Thenare you bcire to Florcnce: tisnot halfe ſo ill, 
As this inceſtuous mixture you ſoplead for, 
Gaiaſt nature and the law of heanen: But on 
V ſe your viurpce power, be iti;la villaine: 
| My life isthe vtmoſt, and youmay comaund it, 


But my bloods veſlcll giucn vnto my ſoule, 
Asapure manſion to inhabit in” _ 
Shall while 1 am and breath, be ynprophar'd. 
lc be more chaſte then Zacrece, dye vnſtaind, 
Mull, Youare a woman Lady, and will change: 
The ProteRor'sat a nont{uit in his loue, 
How now my Lord? 
Borg. Thus croſt by ſuperſtitious obſtinacy, 
He vie the power I hauc, and make — How thriues your fate? 
Mull. Vmhriftily like yours: weareno Venus darlings, 
No celight for women: ſhe cannot loue. 
Borg. She cannot lone? your reaſon Lady 
Is your blood holy? arc you a Oy , 
2 


That 


Mulleaſſes the Twrke. $6 


That none may violate. What eaſe of conſcience 
Keepes you vnprophand? know that religion 
Bindes your obedience minion to my will, 
Louchim or lc hate thee. | 
Ama, I tender vp the duty of a childe : 
And yeeld a fathers high tive 
Ore what I am: yer for char Hon 
That you would haue mecaptiue in hisbreaſt, 
Know it is priſoner at fo deere a rate, - 
As all my ſtrength can no way ranſome'1t. 
Borg. Ile vie no rhethorique Lady to your cares: 
Bur heare what | commaund, and doe my will, 
Or thou ſhalt heare what will diſpleaſe thy will. 
Hl. Be theſethe precepts Chriſtians giue their children, 
Borg, But Madam be your loue, 
AMnll. 1 would forſake a God, 
Borg, A mvve ſoft ſtile beſeemes a ſubie&srongue, 
Ile ben. higher then my ſelf, and nor commaund 
Whats in my power. Will you reſigne your loue? 
Ilia. 1tothat God that thou haſt ſo prophand, 
Detcſtcd Atheiſt, 
Borg. Bereligious Madam ſtill and raile not, 
Thinke of my honeſt ſute: and thinke what power 
This hand doth gripe: we are troubleſome 
And leaue you to your thoughts: theſe fits muſt end, 
Trees arcas caſie broke that willrot bend. 
E xeunt at ſencrall doores. 


Sczna. 3, 


FE nnnchus ſolus. | 

Eun. f $rs isthe houre I ſhould mcet my catemite Sort - 
mor Bordella : Icannot but lavgh to ſee the flaue 

make a lecherous progres to Lucifer. The morall will Þold rarely 
he ſhal hauc his braines fly abont his cares in the hight of his ve- 
nery: this inſtead of going to Timocles ſhall conduct him to = 
: oy 


— 


CORRS 


Mullcaſſes the Tarke. 


| bedof Borgiar: amidſt whoſe walking plots & ſtate volutions, 
the amorous youth muſt needs be heaitily welcome : for mine 
owne part, my hand ſhall be cleere from the blood of the goare: 
and yet I couldaccount it happinefſe to be within eare fhot of his 
| departure , to heare how lamentably the coxcombe would figh 
out T swocſea : but the beſt is , ncither Court nor Country will 
much miſſethe foole: thereare elder brothers enough-to ſupply 


his roome, 

Enter Bordella, 
And fce wherethe Cocoloch appeares: he paſſeth as if he woul 
ſtcale to hell without company: whiſt Stgneor. 

Bord. E mnunchusn 

Ewns. The ſame: now I ſee thou wilt ſtand to thy word. 

Bord. Thy Ladic (ha!l ſee that in my deeds Enmnzcbes if all 
the ſweete meates in Florence be prouocatine. 

Exnx. 1 ſir, but Ladies are of the nature of Idols and will be 
ſerued on your knzes. 

Bord, True , were I not a manof warre whoſe vallour and 
magnanimious courage 13 not to be deiected {ſo long as his wea- 
pon holds. 5 | 

Eunu, Thenl perceine you ſhortly be at my Ladies mercy. 

Zord. 1f 1 ſhould , doubt not her gratious hand in my ercc- 
tion: but gentle Exanchws, the key that opens to the Yiu /aften, 

Eur, Heere fir, and looke your entrance be wary, ſoft and 
circumſpect, 3 
' Bord, 1 hadthoughr an entrance rough, manly & borftrous 
had bene more pleafing to Ladies, 


©, Enter Madan Fallome. 
| But ſee Exmuthus | ſhall be troubled I (hall be rormented with 


thiscourt owt if you aſſiſt me not:sfoot the fleſh- fy hath eſpi- 
ed me, ſhe will neuer linne ſucking at me ſolong as I have any 
matrer for her to worke vpon, 

Emn, Who, Madam Ful/ome the Gonerneſſe of the maides?ſhe 
1sa good creature& very muſical':the ſcrs more inſtruments a- 
workethen a Fidlar : Thou muſt needes lone her if it were = 

E 3 or. 


Cen ITS won as I Ro—_ 


- Mulſeaſſcs the, Tw/ke: 
but for her humility: (he will bend her (cife to the meaneft pag? 
ofthe (cullery; and ſhe hates the pride of the ficlh exceedingly, 
and is knowne to be a morrifier of carmality. 
Bord. [ verily belecuc it, for her verycountcnance and com- 
x ſhewes ſhe is able toallay any mans courage liuing with 
4 DICAtils 


Enter two Ladyes and Phegs 4a gentleman 
her. 


Fulſome. Phego docyoueſpy no motions behind the arras, 


no ſquals, mafflings, or pages ſtanding ſentinell? tr becauſe our 


head the Lady Jwt:e is dead, are all her ſeruantsthat is ter meme 
bers inthe ame predicament? 
Phego, Surely 1 ſeeno body ſtirring Lady : it is ſupper time 


. andeucry man isproutding forthe belly. 


Fl. It will be ſhortly tame for euery waman to proyide for 
the bellytoo, Phego a word with you, 

Bord, What isthat Phego Eunechns doe you know him? 

Euns, How, know him, can I miſtake him fir, that is neuer 
hoodwincki2he isan extreatmeencmy to haberdaſhers:affeRing 
no blocke, but that which nature beftowed on him; and of the 
he hath bene ſo curious that it i5 not a haire amiſſe; he is ſir the 
preface 2o,your compoundrefle of mans fleſh, and vſhers herto 
imployment: and 1s a creature of ſingular patience; contentin 
himſelfe withthe Theory,,wwhen others arcthe Praftique. In his 
pace he imitates Fenſcrs, and (}ands much ypon diſtance: He is 
partly-an Altronomer too , being much giuen to obſeruation of 
fignes: for when the Sunne is in Germ the Dog-ſtarre atten1s 
without doores: he is a great friend to Ariesbut naturally hates 
Piſees for it is achill ſigne and cooles his toes ouer-vekemently:; 
in brietec fir he is a Gentlman V (ker, , 

Phego ſalutes Bordells. 

Fut. Sure Phegothat ſhould be ſignior Bordelo:T pray you in- 

treat hisapproach: of all our Courticrs I loue men of his coun- 


try an] breeding, they arc the louingſt, beſt ſpoken, well gract 
_ creatures 
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Mullcafſes the Twhke: 


creatures intheſe partsextant: Ithinke it be giuen to thoſe that 
be borne vnder yournorthrenclyme , to thawand melt away at 
the Sun-ſhine of beauty : you hall read in very late ſtories that 
many of them hare loft their beſt members inthe ſcruice of La- 
dyes and diſtreſſed wayting Gentlewomen. 

Bordefe. 1 ſhould account it none of my neereſt miſhaps, 


1 being interdidted ſo worthy a preſence by more then vrgent af- 
faires . Sweet Sir beare my excuſe with all reſpeRiue deſire of 
pardon. 


Fs!. Whether Signior Zorde/lo in ſuch poſt haſt : you for. 
get yuur ould friends; when you came firſt to Court, you and I 
were more inward man. 

Bord. Being vpon my departure Lady , I am inforced to ſce 
to the conuaying of my gocds, and thetruſſing away of my ba- 


Þ. 

Mn Ge And that word bagage (I will be {ſworne)) had benean 
apt pkraſe for his bringing in, but you purpoſe not 1 hope ſignt- 
or to depart Florerce altogether. : 

Exn. Oh no+ his flight I ady 1s like the Ravens, that hauing 
fpied a fat carckafc , romes about to call more cf hcr fellows to 
the prey. 

Fl. But Signior, hauc you ſo fully furniſhed your diſcourſe 
with ob!cruation,as with to flight a view of our Gentlewoinen 

ro make a departure? indeed fignior the Ladies of your country 
will exact ſome obſeruatiuc relate of your trazcis pon your rc- 
Lurne, 

Bord. For our Ladies Madame they are few or none, our 
country mcn.are not fo addifted to tiales of henour < they vic 
knighthoo4 as rich Iewecllers delire lemms rather for traficque 
then ornament. | ' 

Phego. Is there any cemmodiry tobe had inthe purchaſe (ir? 

Bord. Great commodity, & thart'is the rcaſon ſo many mar- 
charts and yeomen ſonne's | nt after it, 

Ful. Belike this is one of your obſervations: pray fir be more 
open: I ſee ;, ou haue pre fired much fince your ccmming, 

Bord. For the bettring of mire inward parts., ſome few no- 
tions I have cc nmr 1 meMmrTy 

4 Ennn, Impart 


Mulleaflcs the Turke. 


Ems. Impart them Segm#or:it may be I ſhall ad to your ſtores 
theſe Lalies will not diſcouer vs for intelligencers: they arena- 
turally given to the concealementof priuate ations. 

" Bord, Since my comming to Florence I haue ſeen ignorance 
in the ſhape of a citizen muted in the ſcarlet of magiſtracy that 
could not write his owne name, Generally I hane noted through 
the whole Country great enmity beryreene witt & clokeslin'd 
rhroagh with'vetuet: andyet beggars @ g1llants agree together 
very familiarly, There is no thriuing but by impudence & pan- 
dariſme : hethat is furniſhed with one of theſe two quallities 
ſhall begg more of a foolik Lord at a maribone breakfaſt,thenal 
the Poets in the whole towne ſhall rime out of him in an age. 

Enun, Turtheſcare but petty obſcruations : I haue ſeene ſince 
my comming to Florence the ſonne of a Pedlar mounted on a 
foote cloath : a fellow created a Lord for the {moorthneſle of his 
' Chinne: and which ismore?f haue ſcene a cap moſt miracylouſ- 

ly turned into a beaucr Hatr without either trimming or dreſ- 

ing. | 

 Futl, That is ſtrange indeed: Signior and Emnuchar, we are to 
preſſe you to a further curtefic in mectingss in the lobby ſome 
two houres hence at a poſlet. | 

Bord. You ſhall finde vs as forward in as hot a ſernice in the 
Lobby or elſe where at your Ladyſhips appoint, but —— 

Ful, Wemuſt haue no denaall, 

Eznu, Canſt not ſay the Court- > promiſe manpromiſe. 

Bord. Your Ladyſhip ſhall finde vs rcady to put in——our- 


nes. 

Fal. Tillthen adica Sigzior and Exnuchas, Phego forward. 

Phe. Solong as my ham-ſtrings held, Exennt.- 

Bord. Youſee Ex» echnr , familiarity and curtefic hath en- 
wrapt me in the knowledge of theſe meaneſt vaſsels of honour: 
but henceforth my countenance ſhall be eſtranged, & I will bury 
my acquaintance in lilence. 

Ems, Ithinke the Cuckoe foreſings his owne dirdge: S1g1- 
or , you. thall need no further preſcriptions : inthe carriere of 
your delight, vouchſafe a thonght of Exxnchus,you conceiue _ 

ir, 


Mulleaſſes the Twrke. 


Sir, manifeſt my ſeruice to Timoc/ea. 

Bord. 1 were inhumaine if I ſhould forget you the lateſt mi. 
nute of my life: pray heauens my Page P»!ofle haue procured in 
my abſence the embrodered ſhirt I gaue direQtions for vpon 
bottrour wardfops: that care once cuer, 1 ſhall neuer henceforth 
taſte of lowſic. misfortune. 

_ Venus ſupplying what Bordello moſt lackes, 
Courtiersand Porters live by able backes. Exennt, 


Sena 4 


Enter 4. T apers borne by 2 Pages, Borgias, JVerice, 
Ferrara, Mfnllealſes , Prufiar, Philenzo, 


Berg, Hus our preſumption hath prolongd your ſtay 
6 Ea A > all c5 banquer: did _ the rites vf loue 

Exad your preſence as a debt to [a/ia, | 

Our bouldneſſe: might haue wanted an excuſe 

Thus to detaine you. 

Ferry. You arctoo full of ceremony my Lord, 
Knowin# your welcome prodigall, and full of ſtate, 
And ſuch as fits our mournefall accidents. 
| Vers The berter part of loue due tothe liuing, 

 Appearesia friendseuen when their friends are dead. 
And thinke my Lord ProteRor that our loue, 
For which we came in armes againſt your walles, 
Would notbe wanting in one ceremony 
Due ynto Ilia at her obſequy. 
Is Prufias returned from our Campe? 

Pru, I my gratious Lord. 

Ven. Doth our Licftenant keepeacarefull watch 
Are Sentinels ſet out? 

Pruſ, They are and itlike your grace. 

Ferr, Where is Philenz.of 

Pbi/, Heere my Soueraigne. 


Ferr, Arc all in ſafety at our Campe? 
F : Phil. Safe 


. 
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Phile Safe and in _ 
Ferr. The knight is old, 
And drowfic ſleepe hangs heany on our cics: 
Condut vs to our reſt, _ 
Borg. Ncuertill now was Borgias fully bleſtr 
To lodge two mighty Princes in one ni 
Vnder his roofe: where my ſonnes ſonne may ſay, 
Heere mighty Venice and Ferrers lay. 
My Lord theſe Tapers lead you to your chimber, 
Theſe great Ferrara vnto yours. 
Ven. Reſt to youall, . Exit, 
Ferr, Good night and lcepe vnto your ſorrowes, Exe, 
Borg. Sweetec quiet be a guard vnto you both, 
So may you ſleepe for euer. Exnmchas: 
Remoue without atrendance from our cares. 
Exeunt all but (Mulleaſſes, 
Now my hearts treaſurer; whatnow remaines? 
My reſolution houlds to murder them, 
An4 with that force the towne may nowaffoord, 
Praiſe ſome ſuddaine ſtratagem on their powers. 
Anil. That weretoo violent: things done for ſtate. 
Muſt carry forme, and with an outward gloſſe, ' 
Varniſh and coucr what would elſe ſeeme groſle, 
Should they be mu _ 91mg i, 6l a, 
Hauing your promiſe for their : trofftcnce 
Could une ne lake ty but in SR 
Nolet them ſleepe ſecure, and this nights ſafety 
Will make them feareleſle, cafie to be trapt 
In a morecunning nct. 
To morrow at n, Jeng they ſhall drinke 
A drugge, whoſe working in their breaſt ſhall ſleepe 
Twice fiftcene daics, vntill their abſence hence 
May give you colour from ſuſpition. 
But then diſſoiuing like a fier that's hid, . 
Spreading a burning poyſon throaghthe blood, 
It ſca!dsthe heart, and through the body runs; ] 
Turnes 


Maulleaſſes the Turke. 


Turnes to a hot quotidjan: and doth leeſe 
All thought of poiſon in a mad diſeaſe: 
So dying, no impute can touch your name: 
Things are vndone that are yn{poke by fame. 
Borg, My fortunes on thy counſel) noble Turke, 
Wele clime together: my daughters heddy will 


\ t Shall ſtoope vnto thy pleaſure: as for //ias loue ſhe 
Muſt or yceld or die: he that is wiſe, | | 
Willtread onany that may make him riſe. Excunt, 


Finis Attus Secundt. 


Aqtus 3 
Enter T imoclea likg a Ghoſt, 


Timo, || not thou chaſt and modeſt Queene of night, 
Nor hidethy filuer creſcent ina cloade, 
To ſee methus Rhamon/i4like atrir'd: 
Starc on ye eArgus eied heauens and ſee a woman 
More full of vengeance, then your jealous Queene. 
HMedsſa ſymerime the loue of Nepr ane, 
(Bur after for thy luſt eransform'd a monſter ) 
Lend methoſe ſerpents that about thy head 
| Curle vp like Elfe-knots, at whoſe horrid ſight 
The ſun may vaniſh or ſtand ſtill affrighe. 
Or you you Furies minfſters of feare, 
(That at eFſtreas feet lic bound in ſnakes 
Attending her iuſt ſentenceto begin 
Terror of conſcience in the breaſt of fin) 
This night bepowerfull in me and inſpire 
My face with feare, my heart with ranck-ſwolne irc. 
Venice, Venice, great Venice! 
Yen. Who ſpeakes to Venice? Within, 
Timo. Iulia thy loue 


Ven. Deluſine voice , why doſt renew my pricfe 
By naming /nl5a? 


F 2 Timo, Did 


— 
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Timo, Did(t thou lone Inli? 
Y:x. Thou wrongſt me to make queſtion ofmy louey . 
W hatſocre thou are. 


Enter Yer ce. 


70. Then ſee thy Inliaand revenge her wrongs. 
. Ven. Diflolue ye glacy pearles and melt in dropes, 
Or withthe tearcſ-pert mother Niobe 
Ti:rne into ſtones: ſhall I belceue my thoughts, 
And credit whar thy inape preſents to mc? 
Thou art the Ghoſt of murdered /»/re. 

Timo, I am. 

Ver, Immortall efſence V irgin-element 
So may 1 taerme thy ayry ſubftance freed 
From the grofle mrxtureof oar carthly load: 
Ot: Iam throngd with paſſions & each crauing vent 
None can haue paſlage ti!l ſome teares be ſpent, 
Fall fall ye filucr pearles, and of the earth 
Purchaſe a ſoft relenting at my griefes. 
Soure downe like raine drops, and peTrce the ſtones 
Make them reccine my ſorrowes, or from mine cics 
Run like to chriſtall rivers through the world, 
Slide ore the flowrie medowes that the Nimphs 
Dancing in feary rings vpon the grafle, 
May leaue their ſport, and vweepeto lee you paſſe, 
W. ere by the dolcfull murmureas you goe, 
T hehils may heare you mourne and ſound my woe, 
Pardon: if [ be tedious virgin ſpirit, 
Or if my gricfe be too effeminate: 
Thy habit is an indix toreuenge, 
Which the wrongs ſeeme to Bao for of meloue, / 
Speake them, or deale them through the yeelding aire 

+ Into my ea:es, and they ſhal! : ro me 

Like the ſtcrne drumme, or muſicque of thewarre 
Vato the coward, or the fainting louldicr, 


Time, Venice 
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' Time, VeniceI was murdered... * 
Ven, Murder is open month'd, and as the ſea 
* Whoſe covetous waves impriſond by the land, 
Bellow for griefc and roare vpon the ſand, 
To from the earth it cries, and like a childe - 
Wrongd by his carelefle m.rſe willnot be ſtjld: 
Are ye then deafe yea gods,,ye cannot, heare it? 
Or is juſt Libra falne out of your ſpheares, 
That wronged ſtates mult to the exrth appeale 
For iuſtice and revenge. Thentis not prophane 
T'uſurpe your funRtions: my hand ſhall beas juſt 
As my foule louing: and they both ſhall leaue 
A ſtory to the world of my revenge. 
Nor in ſucceeding times ſhall be | 
Venice __—_ theſe wrongs the heauens would not. 
I interrupt what thou wouladſt ſay, and ſeeme 
Tocrowneall vengeance in a paſſion, 
Spcake but hisname. 
Time, My vncle Borgias, 
Ven, Enough. 
O that the genius thatattends on man, 
Should be a doubtfull Oracle to the ſoule 
And whiſpering to our intelle&t what fate 
Ha1gs like a falling tower vpon his ſtate, 
Yet beno more of force to ength our ioy, 
Then werc ("#[[a»4ras prophecies to Troy. 
Difſloyall rrecherous viilaine Borgias, 
Some Hyaras poyſon, or the blood of Neſſus, 
Cleauc to thy fieſh: 
Oh my blood {wels beyond my power: my yoice 
Louder then his that thunders through the cloudes, 
Sha!l ſpeake this monſtrous murder to theworld, 
Ile be thy Orator wrengd ſpirit and plead 
Blood and reuenge for thee thoughthou be*ſt dead. 
Timo, Stay. 
Ven, W hat wouldſt thou more? 
F 3 Timo, Heare 


—_— 
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Tims. Heare and be aduiſde; | 

To morrow when the ſenace ſits be there, 

And in the cares of the whole ſtate 

And iuſtifie my words gainſt Borgias: 

In this alone I will Vemice proue, 

Do it as cuer thou didlt 7#/s loue. 
Ven, 1will. 
Time. Whilſt Tborge vpon aire attend 1ny blifſe, 
Ven, Peace to rhy ſoule: Adicu. Exit. 
Timo, Remember [nlis. - 

Yet proſper and go on for [«/ias ghoſt 

My fall ſhape taxes: th'abuſed Duke's a fire, 


Through Borgias blood le runne to my defire. 
Emer Bordello ſolns. 
Whome have we heere? SI Sh 


| Bord, Priapur thou womans God affiſt me witha Touiall a-. 
bility : this night 1 may begeta Herew/es : Fortune | muſt con- 
feſſe thou haſt turnd vpthy moufNer;& caſt a gratious aſþeR on 
—_ for Tam notonely _ ce "dre -o> oe alſo 
t made me gratious inthe cic of ſignior Diaſper maton my 
Apothecary,who hath furniſhed me with this reccipt:heere is a 
C d of ( antharides Diofiterion, marrow of an Oxeghaires 
of a Lyon,ſtones of a Goate, Cock-ſparrowes braines, and ſuch 
like this after an houers receipt hatha foure fold operarion:and 
leaſt I ſhould belike a de nes heart, heercis a 
diſtillation of ten peund a pinte, that comforts the inward,fiers 
the braines,cheeres vpthe ſpirit,and makes a man lay about him 
like a durchman.Lert mee {ce,it is more then time that I commit 
this diuine pill to his hopeful working: leaſt my ſtaffe be out of 
the reſt when my adu is inthe carriere . $0 Cupid: faite 
mother be thy midwife: out andalas Iam mare rid, what Som- 
ners Ghoſt orlimme of Lucifer, puts poore Bordel/o in minde 


of penaance before he hath treſpaſſed? 
Time. I 


— 
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F Tims, Jam eſpied: his feare doth apprehend me for a ghoſt, 
And I muſt fredir. 


Bord, Se,itmakes toward me: inforturate Z orde/le that the 
Deuill ſhould be an enemy to lechery 


Scana. 2 


Enrer Madan Fulſome, Ennnchus and 
Phego, 


Fu). Comelet vs ſet to our buſineſſe, Phego, 
Len1 vs your wind to coolethis pofler. 

Phego. Tt isnot the firſt time | haue bene conſtraind to puſte 
and blow ia your Lady ſhipsſeruice. 

Fsl. It hath oft come in my{ minde to knowe the deriuation 
and denomination of this word poſler? 

Emns. | takeit that it comes of the Latin word poſſe to make 
a man able: and tl.at's the reaſon ever after caring ma de- 
ſire to make experience of their forces. | 

Phego. I rather conceine it comes of theword poxo of putting 
together ,,. for that your- poſſets are the vſuall mcanes of Con- 
g' egating , pitting ang combining your-Courtcreatures toge- 
tl er. = | 


Ennu. And that may welt be": for 1 remember that reverent 
pecagoge Willem Lilly , brings /in gigno, pone, 64no, one in 
the necke of another, grgvoto beger, powe to put 11, andc4uo to 


ſing.. | 

Fal. That Likyiwas a beaſtly knave to behind gsg- 
no there is no 6 in it; all Ch —_— not S1g- 
nior Boydells , it hath not bene his cuſtome to be abſent where 
his chops might have had imployment.- ' 

Emxn. Yon ſpeake ot the dayesof hunger, whenthe flaue was 
a ſtranger intheland of Hes#i/ah:but the word is retrogard:the 
laſt age is a golden age with him #37's 

ul. Sce 
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Enter Bordells, 


Fut. $:e where theſonne ofſatarne _ 

Ewmn Sfoot I thought the Dog-fith had bene bayting Cerbe- 
»: ere this time, 

Bord. Ladies did not you ſee a ſpirit paſſe this way? 

Ewunu. Thou ſecſt weare feeding the ficſh man, what dooſt 
thou talke of the ſpirit? . 

Bord. Witbout ieſt a mcere Ghoſt, ſtanding bole vprighat 
Timocleas chamber, ſome Court Incubs on my life. ; 

Ful, Were you not much terrified fignior with the appari- 
tion? iid 1 | 
Bord, How,terrified?I no ſooner beheld it,but drawing wy 

berrer parts together Enter Timoclea. 

' Helpe, helpe! Allrwn ont, Tirveclea followes the Eunach ove 


Sczna. 3. 
Emter Ferrara ſolus. G 


Ferr. TJEare and ſuſpition, two night-waking charmes, 
Famin all ſleepe, ing in my thoughts 

Falſchood and treaſon: I am flow and dull, _ 

Diſcending like the earth: yet 1 know not what 

Prickeslike the thorne of Phileme! at my breaſt: 

And tels methere is in my reſt, 

Sometime 1 thinke of /wlis: and that thought 

Preſents her louesina ws _ 

When not remembring I ope my armes, 

To tyea Gordian knor about her waſte 

And bid her welcome: butthatempry claſpe, 

Deluding my falſe hopeswithnonoght bat ayre, 

Makes my b oo Com doth turne my paſſion 

Toſecke a ſubieQt ht for my revenge: 

Ard then I cuer thinke of Borgees, 2 
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What meg efurnilesin nine | 
Treaſon, treafon, villaine thou Tot bay my lod. 


Enngchus rufheth in: he tile hins: 
S— wer Tinbelra: . 


} 
% 


Emxn. O ſpare me. 
Ferr ;Diſtration of my panes = at ape art thou? 
T imd. Inlia © | 
Ferr, Intiah: hah: ſtay tis gone: did [ ſee? 
Or did my feare and fancy frame this forme? 
Villaine thou art ſvme inſtrument of falſhood 
Confeſle thy —_ yo By ; 
Eun, Yo ECUTe: that nam'd your loue 
Pirtudd the through the colt, till for refeve 
Feare made me vſcthis violence at your 
O I am flaine, and dye a cauſlefſe death, 
I nerelivd falſe to thee: all thou haſt gaind 
I. that my ſoule dies cleare'and leaves thine ftaind. He dies. 
Ferr, To doethee my ſoule ſhall ſay a3 much ' 
And witnes it before the Indge of foules, ; 
When mow all barre Ao ighe 
ButT this ni walke | 
Hid inthy _ ef train -1-; 


Ile pry about the ap | "gh -ebma, 
Once more ſee [nliar learne her wrongs,” 
My had et in my a _—_ | fy 
dies theſcenet and fill | 
ſtage with v : Nemeſs ſhall wade 
a chin and herſelfe in blood, 
The dan ſnakes that hang about her necke 
Shall ſacke like Lerheof the parpule gore 
Shed for my «lia; death. 


2 ama ms an, acdadr wa. _ 


- - Mulleaſſes the Tweke: 


. And fillthe wolues with ſlaughtered men, 

CWhend h & NT if com with blood, 
eat ignd) ſha? rum w 

(Whendenh & Sexo raigns) yrs 

Shall waſh the ſtones, and for my [«/34s death 

The Angry godeofjrah ſhall ſail as pleaſd 

To ſeeme ſo reuengd: Empeches, thy death 

Is but a prologue to induce aplot, 

Maiſt thou be blefſed, th'art not worth my hate 

I muſt reach higher, and on thy diſguiſe, 

Lay but the ground worke for reuenge to riſe. Exit, 


Szna 4.- 
Enter Malleaſſes ſolnt, 


Afall. BE pleaſtd ye powers of might, and about me skip 
Your anticke meaſures:like to cole black moores, 
Danncing their high Lauoltosto the Sun: 
— — ——_— Lie ſtand, 6 
cracke my with laughter at your ſports. 
Oh my hopes fatte me; nor ſhall time grow ould, 
Or 1 with attending my ſuccefle. ; 
Ontulgle that commence —— 
Appeares vnte the Dukes of Iwhargbolt, 
To breed ſufpttien inthem of her murder, 
So that if Borges chance ſuruicethis night 
(As he maſt dic if all my plots hits right) 
ons — w _ _ 
es the ac ſt his life. 

Nor to redeeme his ſafety ſhall he bring 
The Lady to diſprooue what we aucrre. 
Her will I ceaſe, and in ſome e diſgniſc 
Keepe till my growing fation be of toreg, 
To ſecond my ambition for the crowne. 
If I plot well, fairc e-ſmada muſt dic, 


ry Ard 


—— 


Mallcaſſes the Tiwks. 
And by her mecthers hand: be muſt nor live - 
rar. woah rmama ner | 

Thou art nextz Ltooke thee from thy grave | 
Not for the lone Ibore Timocies, 
Bur to ſucke from thy viſe the ſweets of loue 

I bore to Juha: twas lone and Nate 


Gaue thee this time of life to (trengeb ny fate: 
But babble not: filence' tongue: ſhe comes, 


Emter Tumoclea, 


Tims, My Lordy what, drown'd incontemplation? 
Mules e#: loues 
Mak, Heaneny creation, beauties abſtrat,natures wonder. 


Two. What meancs my Lord: awake ave rv 6r—pad 
Aſall. I muſt enjoy thee Amada: force 


Timo, Ha: Amada deareſt Lord your 


And know me... - o 
Mnll. HaTimoclea: thy loue 2nd pardon, I was oreborngy, . 
And carried fr ſelfe withidle 
Of hr) melancholy Eg 
Whatcomfor thou? 
Bene powerfull vnto feare? —— ama 
\ Their cies! ſtarresſer onthy 
Their rupt and ſhort; ears 
Stiffc like the 


Time. 1am: if what you hy ns, ner 


Aſal. It makes vs bope true life. 
T 31900, '\ Neithes my axrhopstabeſo bleſt 1 
Makes meſo = loue deare Turke. 
Were I Yexn: thou ſhouldſit be my Mar, 
And I would courtthee enen in Phebar light, ; 
Although it mou'd an in the gods: 
—_ - ns ——p 
Shall cling about 


G 2 Timo, Ie 
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didrheQueene: 
and all to make thee ſport, 
AMull. xv not pleaſing. 
Two, Notplcaſing gentle Turke?: 
Time hath not pling pot Turk 
On my ſmooth browe; acdc FYY 


As when my firſt youth lifted vp my blood, 
I buy no beauty: nor .,ath naruce bene 


Ana in my face: Iam 
Fe ear ome, noche Hackers ſpring, 
The Lilly and the roſe grow in my cheekes, 


And make bed for loue co reſthim on. BI 
Anil, But lamrefiles,./ fo 0 
T wo, 'Relt tbee breſt.. ——_ ! 4 
Aſnll. No 1 muſt non denine.” n 
Tims. CI ne 


And onan Altar offer to our lones, 

Therhighsof Sparrowes andof Vhrrle Doueg! WINE 
Aſxll. Youare importurate.. : | Lze.? 2677 19 If 
Timo, Ye 1d then and 1 haue done. 
Mall, Nomorer ' * _. | 

Faire Tins, Nendd rude yo © _ 2: Warie,” - '} 

Ameda-oinicnivir yourcd: bi” 75” hb init] 

Wa ſue oohexra? ay daoghter Amada Y- 

Haue I in my boſome' narſt aſnakes + ob. 

_ _— Cm tg 4 _w- Rex 
o ſtep- dame is 10 inydl65d War nor 

Whoa wert pode ns. Bs,” VGA ens, 

My foule a Barke t puebare ar RO Ss 

And cannot ſtop: the Anchor ek6ughts WE 5 

(Reaſon) isloſt, and like the vine-pods eſts 11 we 

Runnin downe Nice or from PiMidnitof;, rs __ 8 

I amy and doubrfull in my courſe," / * 1C UG. ? cm Lak- 

_ 
\ 
Y 


0100 As 
wal R_—_ 3 al [ 


, vnbounded, 
pirrie = I L 


Pi p! [26h 
wr ; HY" 3% __ my yy _ | 


Ai Sane | 


Mut $21 6G! [ F115 i7ha A 
Ro ens 
Enter Inland Ame, | { rare 


Tecevidn Ul 215 ©; bis! 7 
[TOC © 


Inlia. | Hid our foules tio o deeper ſence OY: fleth 
O Wercthey like, wazen pictuers formable: 


Obſcquiouſly to take impreſſion 

From every rude hand, and be likethis will... 1! 4111.5, 

That wils vs vnto ſome. de nad 2:11d 95092 rind. 

TE CON PET MACY 

yi tofn MM or) 

TA = pray: npven.; 1 =. 

ri non eg rn 40 ahrueomoL 37 
Should not thus ſwell beyond ggy ) any 


Whiſper my wrongs, and prompe my IN ons phe ern 
To Qfrone impaticnce..,..1., | 


Naddart aon rourks: 3 
Let not the name of 1: 4544, .v 
That hath confind ab 1g7rf) "#1@! 135 
To thoſe affeRi your FJ POTENT 


ike es 1," 96-6 3m bay el - 
Cleere canes 96 may f} ow  eucpfrom a, troubled qv, 


In{ia, I am no infideil to thy poſipion, + 
i © Sad thoughts oppreſle me; may 1haue no maquie? 
Ama. cs * my To 


G 3 Tel, Some 


— 


And you hall heare ſuch Mu > 1 0pn)r pabebigs 
The greedy wolfe forſake the tender lambe, 

And liſten to it: ſuch as theſo 0! eps 

Plaid to the Dolphins: 4hh&1 


Dane* their crookr mealuresbutto heare hi "Il 5 6 
_— maſter So 


! 12713 220191 137997 Ol Þ TUO 4) 3 
4 wy» _ == [ 'H 
: f Oo. , | - # | ' 
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Reftefhe and cherifhss Hrbats | 
Inl, What would it #u6ads) S kay. #2 
e Ama. My meehersmoukeithrk: O'defer eduens? 
Timo. A way: Anda, | - pot was 
ul. It commands my abſences, Th 4 
e Ame. Orfor heaneris ſake ſtay. | ET ot 


Time. A i nd wad [ 
Inl, ut. Zu tus 
Time. Conenting thy feare, Ilive, 4 


== o harper rh hole ot 


Li 


How IT op foute? | 


Bur yet t'will fawneas (moothly on our fieſb, | 
As Circe on the ; at] 


Amada knoweſt thou my face? ' - + L 
Ama. 1knew that outward Charatter of her 
That ſometimes 1 call mother. + - 


Sceſt my blood ina continuallpulſe -  ' 1 > 
| | Beat through the azure conduits of my fleſh? 
+ Feelc how I burne: what ſtar'ſtthon-on me? 
Am1 tran ?canſt ſee from my heart 
Death in the ſhape of jealouſie: tans + 
Like a chiefe Organ guiding allmy frame, 
Vnto ſome tragicke ation? 

Ama. O gine my lence ſome freedome: 
From fears and terror, that I may diſtinguiſh 
Betwixt the creduloys rumor of your death, ' 
And what (ce, 

T7 me. ]liuc, the timebefiesnot inquiſition 
Of redious circumſtence: Amade Tliue: 
But thov muſt dic, and by thy mothers hand. 

Ama, Obenota Med:e. 


My Culleaſſer hedotes upon thee; 

Tam debard his breaſt, 

Robdof his loue by thy allaring lookes. 

Sad diſeontent wound in his folded armes, | 
Sighsnought but eLmada: but by my better hopes 


And taint thy ficſh , ere it ſhall looſethat fier 
W hich makcs it boyle and burne in his deſire. 


trautilours. 89 9t1100.0 v! 
When erin rm re Guprofhanſs,, | 


wa 

A . I . * 
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Time. Doſt thinke1 haye nolife?' 1 1 1 #7 


Time. Why like Creaſa laſt thou ſtolne my Jaſon? 


My blood fhall ike Medsſes firſt turne te ſerpents 


Ama De- 


1 I | 
raed roy NET 11% 
That he may feaxe to ep lovmetine,”- (11492 13.502 
And ſpare methar, that enely vige:'" 10% 112 vo 3 33% jul 


Time. My pleaſure theeli&, art} 0:13 2A 
That life 4 "bean irk Ve £336 2M nat 


Thrart like an Iuy nouriſht at th6 rodre | _ wha 
Of ſome od he ere oe a 
And hradevpen the ſap, but ”; 


Proudly p—_ to oueribeke rhe 
So that the verdure of the andietoipinipe? 


av 


St 


a © 3% 
ey wii 
- Y.um0 p | 


Deraines al admirhcoa: th Onke want grace, io! 3ooll 


Onely becauſethe Fuyisin'place. ' 
316641 Vir? cane 990! 7 tg 55 ELLA 1: 77. .40A 
Enter Mollenſſe; ple citefuc 


» Sf? =; 


The blood Lederer mts Pall deed, 


Vmo thy loue my deereſt —_— a4 - 
xt, Wor the —_— in her time of luſt, 
| vnto thy childe: ſraky armnes 
Othou haſtdone. | pot 

Timo. As Lucius (; atalive 
Romes terrardid for Oreffille, kild 
My childe: no more- for' Me/leeſſesloue, 
Iwouldeur- -goe examples, and exceed 


v « 


| ———_ 


Mullcaſſes the Toke: 


As in defire, all others ſo-indeed. 

All. And yer Iloue thy cruelty: for this night thou muſt 
Diſcard the timorous pity of thy ſexe: 
Be a Semiremss1 let thy husbands death 
Giue thy hopes lite: fecd, feed vpon his blood, 
) Þ And let thy vaines ſwell: now he prepares to bed 

Bethineowne Ghoſt: and like the apparition 

Of his blecu'd dead wife call for reuenge: 
Incite his timorous conſcience to deſpaire, 
Speake of damnation: let one word contane 
A hell of torments. But time ſlides. 

Timo. 1 runne. Exit 
= j Aſull, Muchere the morning riſeth muſt be done, 
: Ile beare this body hence; ha ha ha, 
O now me thinkes 1 gin out-reach my ſelfe, 
Now like ſome huge (#/oſſms cold I ſtrut, 
And ſtride that oake of Mahomer: that beares vp 
The ponderous center: whoſe deuided horncs 
Meaſuring the paſſing of a thouſand yeares, 
Touch at both Pol'es, and toſſe the ball: 
Makes mountaines nod and Curled Cedars reele 
On Syrian Lybanus: but ſoft me thinkes I heare * within oh 04 


Some mutinous aud diſtrated tumulr. 
Enter Borgias & Timoclea after bias, 


Borg. Guard me ye uſt and intelletuall powers 
Thou triple and cternall eflence. 

Timo. Borgias. 

Borg. What dreadfull ſummonscalls on Borgias? 
V hat art thou? 

Timo, T imacleathy poyſond wife. 

Borg. What wouldſtthou, Hah. 

Time. Reuenge and horror. 

Borg. Terror to my ſoule: forbeare thoſe lookes. 


Timo, Dcipaire and vengeance. 
H Borg. Maift 


OO x0 CCS 


Mullcaſſes the Turke: 


Borg. Maiſt thou be peacefull, in my praiersI wiſh ir, 
Let them expiate my ſinne: if thou be'ſt a ſpirit 
Bleſt and celeſtiall: chang that face of feare, 
Or leaueth'infeRtious groſnefſe of our aire, 
And like an Angell 4aunce about the Spheres, 
Play with the Moone and make the ſun thy g— — 
To ſee thy beauty as thy beauty paſſe. 
Or if thou beſt —- 
T «mo, A meſſenger of death. 
Borg. Thenlik ea Fury poſt ro Tartarus, 
Fetch vp the ſnackie curld Enmenides: 
From Orem bottoine where revengetu:l cares 
Griefe, pale diſt afes, ſad and crooked age 
Arc ener reſident: let them and their effects 
Let firce Erenms with her brazen feet, 
. See me atonce, and ſtrike me in my fail, 
Lower then him that durſt aſcend the ſun. 
Onely be thou appeaſd. 
Timo. Not till I mcete thee inthe ſbades of death. 
Borz. Which thou denieſt me: for thy feares keepe in 
My trembling foule: it dares not leaue my brelſt, - 
Movnt «o the flaming girdle of the world, 
And fetch me lightnings, I will ſwailow it. 
Snatch from the Ciclops bals of Etnean fire 
And I will catetl.em: ſtcale thunder from the clowds 
And dart itat me: quaffe ſtigian Nonocrss 
I willpledge thee. (following him, 
Timo. llc haunt thee to deſpaire. Exit Borgras. Tomocles 
Aſs.!. Purſue his feare to ſome effeRt of death, 
Whilſt | like ftarres thar ſpread their ſparckling fiers 
Beyond an vſualllight fore-ſhewe a tempeſt 
Ot the whole ſtate of Florence. eAmadas remoued: 
Her ncere alliance vnto [«/5as blood, 
Shall cot diſtaſte my hopes: Tamoecleas feare 
Workes death an Borgias: vp Aubeaſſes 
Sit like Sarnrnx:s on the higheſt orbe, 
And 


mm 


—_————————————— 


Mullcaſſes the Turke. 


And let ſtarre-gazing wizards from thy feare, 
Buzze {ad Aſtrology in the peoples care. 


Enter Borgias and Timeclea aloft, 


Borg. What night or what darke Chaos canconceale 
My conſcience horror rather let me ſee 
The feare of Hercales: ct the cretian Bull 
Bcllow and burſt my braines: onely may my cares 
Bedeafe to thy exclaimes. 
Time. Thou art at fartheſt. 
Borg. Th:nl can bur fall. He leapes downe. 
Timo. Like Lucifer from heauen. diſcendit Tmmoclet. 
Nul. Oh now methinkes a Chorusall of Angells 
Clad with the ſun and ctownd with golden ſtarres, 
Should make more heauenly muſicque at thy fall 
Then all the ſpheres that daunce about the ball: 
Now ſhowld thou poctize in verſe for ioy, 
And out-ling Homer in the fa'lof Troys 
Borg, Villaine triumphſt thou? 
AMul, O ye ſtrong power of ſuperſtitions faith 
It reignes on fooles: thar men of witand ſtate, * 
Men that like Eagles climbe to be aboue, 
And ſhrowd themſeluesberweene the knees of 7onc, 
Should be ſtrucke downe by apparations. : 


Enter T «moclea. 


Timo, Deluſine counterfeit. 

Borg. Counterfeit! 

Time. I ValentinelT liue: 
And am th: ator of mine owne rewen 
T hat cup of poyſonmade againſt my life, 
Was by my deereft Makeaſſe:loue 
Turnd toa philter: and my working ſence, 
Charm'd inthe ſcilence of a quiet fleepe, 

H 3 Shewd 


Mullcafſes the Tarke. 

Shewed'as if death had lockt my pulſes vp, 
Bur poſting time brought motion on my 

now my CDI, 
Thar flydin at ſome proud , 
In nw of [4 phone tothe top, 
And there inamorousbranches ſpreading forth, 
Courts the curld mountaine thus, thus, and thus: Se kiſſes bins, 

Borg. Laſciuious ſtrumpet. | 

Timo, My beloued Turke. 

Borg, Inceſtuous Phedrae. 

Timo, Loue Hipotitns, 

Borg, Cruell Medee. 

Timo. My kinde [aſon. 

Borg, Whirle me ye juſt & more aufpitious powers, 
Amongſt the thicke and thunder darting clouds, 

. That being wrapt inſlames I may be throwne, 
Like eAetnean balsfrom heauen and [irike you downe; 
Or would my dying breath were more infeRions 
Then halfe rotte bodycs digd vp from their graucs, 
Or then thoſe milts felt by the ſoulesof men, 
W hen they deſcend to thie fcharnſiar fenne. 
It ſhould not ſtrive within me, or beloth 
Toleauc my body might ir blaſt youboth,®” MHe faines ro die. . 

Time . So with thy death the Embrion of my loue 
Takes perfet ſhape. Now like the Seft5a» maide 
May 1 court Leazder (wimming in my armes, 
And with our pleaſing motions mocke the ſeas 
Thar roſe and fell ro wanton with his thighs: 
Now ther's no Helfeſpont betwixt our loucs; 

I am not jealous: eAgamemons dead, | 
And ( luemneftra with eAcgiſi bas plaiess #* 
Pleaſure is free. - 

AMul. Come ther's no pjcaſure in you : 
Yearealuftfull rime-(pent murderous ſtrumper, 
The proſtitution of your knowne Bordellos, 
Where cuery itching letcher vents his bluod, 


« 
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- Mulleaſſes the Thwke. 

mane — like a loner 
Timo. You not A .. 

AMsul. No, for thou haſt kit my love Amada: 

And now thy hasbands blood bids me beware 

Of ſome new luſt andthird adulterer: 

Such is your loue to me. 

Te. Oh ſtop thoſe killing accents, be more milde 

1 doe forgiue what yon did ſpeake: and aske 

But a kind thought for all my Jouing taske. 

Theſe eies haue ſecne you ſmile: looke gently on me, 

And let me read ſome milder charrafters: 

AMnll. Hence with thy ſerpent twines. 
Timo, 1am no Lamia norno Laftrigen, 
1 No high-x rizd Lair that thou 
Repentance at too deere a rate: = 

Kings ſhall Greens to (orinth where thou mailt, 

Not with a common Ephereias trull, 

Purchaſea minutes picaſure; but with me 

( As faire bat yet more chaſteby farre then ſhe) 

Spend yeares of ſweete content. | | 
Mut. Syren mine eares arc ſtopt I will not heare thee, 
Timo. Oh would I had a Syrens charming voice, 

y I'de vie no incantations but to thy cares, 

Or were my tongue like Orphes: goldenlyre, 

To which the windes were huſht and heard it play, 

It ſhould be ſilent but to pleaſe thy cares, 

Or like the dying fwan would I might ſing 

A flnerall clegy to my parting ſoule 

So that the muſique might but pleaſe thy cares: 

What ſhould I ſay? 

Mull, Be dumbe and leaue me. 
Timo, Nottill thou louegor elſe of life bereaue me. Exenu. 
Borg. Ha, ; , 

Are ye gone; all cleere, damnation ceaſc ye, 

I, a knowne practiſde pollititian, 

And thus outreacht: O-my ſhallowe braines, 

H 3 
g | | 
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Fell 


.' Mullcaſſerthe Take! 

Fell 1 fo high? would I had fallen from hcaucn: 
IE I had fig'd the world: 
Orlike a ightning on your heads, 
Conſumd you for TY ed in time * 
Likea true coward, counterfeited _ 
For feare to dic indeed: well then for my life 
I am beholding yet vneo my wit: 
But for my legges 1 know not how they ſtand, 
Are my bones ſtiffc ſtill, not broken? 

, Enter Mulleaſſes, 


Ha? 
he fats Ataine. 
AMnl, Tam atlaſt frred of my luſtfull loue, 
My hope is yer diſpaire will arme her hands 4 
To her ownedeath, and ſaue my ſword alabour: 
| If not, tis but the taking backe of what I gaue, 
And ſend het once againe into her grauec. 
Now for my I«/a,ſhe is the maine of all, 
Her will I ceaze and keepe, vntill the Fleete 
Now vnder faile for Florence be ariu'd, 
From the grand fignior ſent to make me ſtrong, 
And getcommannd vpon the ſtraights: howſoere 
Twas promift Borgias to make ſtrong his part, 
Againſtthe Dukes: ſhebeing had, 
y ticle's firme for Florence, their claime's bad 
Knnoch, | 


J 


Ke a p_ —_— — ———— 


Emter Ferrers diſgniſ'd. 


Ferry. Yourpleaſure. 

Ault. See you this body? 

Ferr. Idoe., his hed hs , 

Afull. Coney it to his bed there let it lye, 
The murther lle transport vpon the Dukes, : 
Or on ſome reaſon by their meanes contriu'd: 


Sec it be done. 
Forr, It 
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Mullcafles the Thyke. 


Fery, It ſhall. | —_ 

nl. Now vnto Iulie, on her cieslics my ſtate, 
Tf ſhe conſents: why ſoz it notl k | TY 
Death and commannd makes womens hearts to bow, Exit 

Ferr, The death of ſlaues purſue thee, hah Borgies, 
Protector: true true: , clap copye furics, 


k. 


Daunce your blacke rounds, and with youryron whips, 
Fetching eternall laſhes as you skip 
Strike aloud ſoundin cquethrongh the aire, 
And makethe night pale to hcare your noiſe, 
Be fullwronged ghoſt whereſoere thou becit, 
Poſt to the blefſed fields where foules take reſt: 
Drinke Lethe freely for thou art reucng'd. 
T Come thou incloſure ofa damned ſoulc, 
\ llebe obedient bearethce tothy bed, 
Then in my chamber laugh that thou art dead, 


Ferrars takes vp Borgias, Borgiardrawes out Ferraras 
| dagger and ſtabrpimwihit, 


W hat ſudaine paineaſſaules my yeelding heart? 
Borg. Hay ha, ha, youle bearc me to my bed, 

T hen in your chamber laugh that I am dead. 

6 Fery.  Liueſt thon damd villaine? 

Borg, 1 liue, and laugh vilde flaue to ſee thy fall, 
This is the inclofure of a damned ſoulc, 

Villainethou ſhalt not breath another word, 

Ferr, Stay but a minute longer, know that I hauc 
Thy promiſe and thy oath to be my guard, 

Thy flaue I murthered and aſſumd his ſhape, 
I am Ferrara. 

Borg, Ferrara, ha? truc true,clap clap ye furics 
Dance your blacke rounds, and with your yron whips, 
Fetching eternallaſhes as ye skip, 

Strikea loud ſounding muſicque through rhe ayre, 2 
3c: And 


Maullcaſſes the Take: 
And make the nights Queene pale to heare yoar noiſe: 
You ha y oath andpri d: 
ruſbmey bile che rexrard 


Ferr, Jaftice I rhee implore, death. moriter. 
Borg. Mplleaſer Ak ea ani his plots 

Goes on fecurely: ile revime hig pollicies, ', * -* x 

And ypon hi part Ferreres murder. 

= Mr he hath forſooke: that ſweerens danger 

That I bur line to fee renengy on her. | 

My weake force built ypon the Turkith fleete, 

T ſec is ruind, and I but vndermiined: 

No hope is left ſaue in mine owne commaund 

And with the ſtate: whoſe light credulity, 

I did delude with /u/5e: death. 

Bur yet T »moc/ea lines, and may 

Eſcape her falſe{oucs hate: which if ſhe do, 

This blacke nights horror fals like thunder on me: 

She muſt not luae till day: be ever darke. 

Stand night vpon the nooneſtead: and attend 

My fates ſecurity: if euer blacknes pleaſd 

Or deedsto which men may ref thee, 

Turnethenthy ſooty horſe, and with their feete, 

Beate at the riſing morne: & force the Sunne, 

Forbcare his luſtre till this blacke deed's done. Exit. 


Finis Aftus quarte. 
Adqus5, Scxnar, 


Enter Timoclea ſola. 


Tims, HE and ye furies whereſocre you be, | 
ſhow me your tortures, and preſent your ſclues, 

Orlet the burning monarch clad in flame, 
Make an infernalleccho tv my name. ; 


HI" 


2 /Malleaſſes rhe Take. - 
1 know not what I fay: T:meclea wrongd, 
ane mtr rn oe wiſh, 
Thatlike the crofſe-eyd witch 
RE en ap lad. Tone 
Hdlowand vl —mxmdamre oh ef ark 


My daun 
About h:r "for av 
Girt with a Re 

That did exceed a tepdamcinen 


Forbeare yet gentle maide; foule + 

Kneelecs BE IDs Radamanth 

ne drm meh = n+ 5 mere RED TTL? 

iſpaire, t artafalſeglaſſees ſovute, " [yr via i 
Andinthe confienc | roll Ws 0002's 


——_ linnes, bf V 
icue hy 


Tan Farr fa cede death and terror. Gy | 
Borg. Error: withas |" 1014: 


Timo. Falſe aire thou lieſt 1 ere not: my louss RY 
- Ile teare out of my breſt: forget thoſe bopes 
Mademy hands bloody: [ NO_ TIRE 

Boy 


Fg. Staind: 
Timo. Forbcare thy thunder, neleybice, | 1 
Beat not my edhitietice 6 wn ] earÞ 
To make the Covrt ring roy nes [3 


Heavens let my texvegrodecme me vito life. 


formes of 


Borg. Life. 23ir71 
Tony 'Of'my teror Tdefre nes peaks of death 
Borg. . 3 
Timo, ing odors > Tons or on. I 
Our ſinnesare hurri choucanſt tell of murder 
Borg. Murder. 


g 
Timo. Tl of m hmeband: night thy cole blcke wings 
Thongh darkerrhen he Moons exxipdbe: — 

> noatpoeg armed, BT 1 


Enter 


1 Bare Bugle -oo bot 1: al 
ViB>4T 36 wr | | po 1: *AT 
Borg, Timotlea. 1 i: Ld 
Tims. Dilladioredier Guile: when; name> 
Borg. The airy brogth ofhinkchacſomerime liu' TM 
A tennant in the breſt of Borgiary $#: , 
By thee driaen our the frame and bake of lf | 
Timo, By me, \ 
Borg. And now like one whome ſterne oppreſſion throwes 
Nak'd out of all h: didpoſſeſſe: beingrobd. 


Of the couert he in 
I ſigh my — yandin theaire- | 
Counting Albopet aldiſpairc, I 


_ en 
» And empty longiogs for an end Lernine, 

Whic I ill wi andceraue.! | 

Timo. But neuer games. 

Borg, Neuer.. 4 1 | 113 

Timo. Forgiueme. 

Borg, Aske itof the hems; | 
To whom my blood with ceſeleſeclamorons calls. 


For juſtice and 
fn gainſt chee 


Time. Iu hiceio banden' 
Cruell: and ſboner may I wr ry) toes 
Eatethroygh the center: fromtheſe pearly eyes 
Should there. fall downe more teares of penirencs 
The cloudsdrop to purchaſe a newe fpring 
I _ not be forgiuen, 

g. Deathis the winter dombd vntothiy ſoule 
Dito it of thar warm and wanton fleſh, 
The mouth of juſtice bides Timoclea dye. 

Time, Bethou then infticc executioner 

Reuengefull ſpirir: in this fleſh of mine 


Caruc thy rencuge in caraQters of blogd. 
aruc ny r ge C Lias 


Mulleafſes the Trwke. 


Blaſt me; or from the centers hollow FEY 

Let thoſe ſome coniur'd rempeſts: whoſe lowd ſtormes 

Driuenthrough the guep horror to the world, 

And let them hurle me gainfi the labouring clowdes 

Sinke to the deepe Abifſe, 

W here furies ſit Their ſnakes in knots, 

And pull a viper from eAletFe: head, 

And on theſe breaſts that iathy heat of life , 

Haue been as pillowes toadpance thy luſt 

Let it ſucke freely: the e£gyprias Quecne 

Nere died more daring. | 

And to the ſterne commiſſioners of blood, 

Bea glad Hermes: tell them, Timec/ca 

Takes vengeance on her felfer dull Element be gone. 
Borg. T he morning ſaffron horſe breathes from the Eaſt 

Their ſpicy vapors, ſuckt from th'ndian plaines 

Andrthrought wy ayre hurle their perfumes, 

I heare the Suns ſteedesrrot towards the milky way, 

And in a Coach of flames draw vp the day: 

eAsrora vſher tothe ſtarres of might, 

Tels the approaching of the God of light: 

my gin to twincl2 and take in theirfieres 

At their ecclipſe we ſpirits leaue the aire, 

And in a diſmall vale of darkenefſe growne, 

V nder the burthenofa thouſond chaines: 

1 muſt atvay, thou onely coſt detaine me, | 


W ith wart of vengeance, whichthy death muſt oaine me. 
Tims. It ſhall, & hall? thy ; 


Hard hap of miſery, it hath many hand 

Thar lk che windings of a furs 5 

Leads the deſpairing wretch into a mazes 

But not an A 144d inth» world, 

That lendsa clew tolcad vs out the world. 

The very maze of horror, 

Ceaſc thou that ſtands firſt mouecr of the ſpheres 


3 From* - 


_ __{— 


»1Malleatſes the Turks. 
From whoſe high c coteateat inferiviir Fires -." 


Deriue ſuacefſine motior7, 
Stand ye night-wand Inte brh mare, 
And from yogr xView 

Or elſe ye heauens put ipdis | 
And onyour azurcs ar 
A rauen-blacke Canopy of cony 
That you may ſeemea Chaos tot 


wortl, 
' And boade eternall darkeneſſe: thn wertnot on to kill, 


Lookevoitr hin diſplayed, 
Nor was the Diademe of her Ponticke Queene 


Made as a fatall inſtrumerit'of death, 

And yet it was the engine ter breath 
Asthou muſt mine. Sodſeof hit, 

T busto thy ghoſt ſacrifice my 


To buy thy requieds, © 

Borg. I accepelr wife =: 

He er with her owne 

And thus returne the fall of B 
Nay nay repent net deere | 
Yer caught in faith: Wienlike 4 2008 
Snar'd in the wary hauters rofles 
Grinde the thin ayree recagher eli burſt. 
Andlet the breath thatlike#n 
Struggle within thy boſome, hurle' 
Soft —the time ſpends faſt, i Hinge mach to thinke of © 


Before the teb-tale God diſplaies his 1; 

To ſhew the world, the horror of t nipht. 

es for thy death the {uſtfal Turke die, 
My riuall inthe loue of Inthe. 


Him lle accuſe for murdring thee. The Ditkes 
Becauſe his claiine may alienate my Hopes 
Him inmy accuſarion I will ioyne © 

As ioyntcoagent inthe Tarke dettifes, 

As'for that rumour of faire I«/ias death, 


Ile 


T'le firft proclaime her life; and on Mu/leaſſes 
{ Who now detaines her) will transfer the falſchood, 


As if a cetera im dcluded: a tis 
Theſe mazes wheh like ſexs 1 hane tf6d, 0 | 
Fortune ſhall ſpacad her wings to make me failes, 

And with z ſtrong xyrecurthe angry tide, | 

That intro mountaines {welsro ſtay my pride. 

Hah, what heauy ara my cares? 

Hang heauy Aforphess on men, 


Enter Philenz.0 aud Phegs. 
Phil. 4 rumors ſtrange Ipray poſfeſſe me wich your prop- 


Pe bers, You ſhall vnderftand fir, that according romy fanc- 
tion, giuing neere attendarce to my Lady , ſhe being feruently 
impl egy the Lobby, about amixture or compoſure of(as we 
yulgarly tearme it)a pofſet; vponour firſt entrance, cre we had 
reliſht the ſweet of her ſweet, that-is the frujt of her labors, we 
were faddaitiely afſayled by a ſhe-goblin? to deſcribe ir fir 1 am 
not able, for my eye ſight turn'd inward to looke after my heart 
that was running from my heeles , yet thankesto the lancknefle 
of my calfe they made reaſonable haſte. 

Borg. Heart of all miſchiefe ſcethe Court is vp, 
Hell and the darkeneſſe keene me from their ſight. 

Philen. At midnight did Ferrars lcauc his chamber, 
Heauens be his ſafety. 

Phego. A Ghoſta ghoſt. P1 #44.Borgias, 

Ph:l-z. Purſue it where it goes: fearc (hall notgopanc. 
Follow me ſir, Ite [peake to it, though death 
Ceaze on my life: it ſhall not looſe mine cies 
Vnleſle it fincke intothe earth. E xi 
F mn 20. Sfoot my office is italianated, I am fainc to come be- 
unde. 
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Komen. 1 Fa 
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Emer Bordslle. 


would the caſe were laid that I might ſee how-my youn Þ 
mooter would beſtire himſelfe: Ha: who 18 this?no mor | 

I hope : .if it be it isthe more wemaalie of the two .. She lies as 
if ſhe knew the end of her cre1tion. On my life ſome wayting 
maide that hath a Court Epilepſie com2 vpon her: lle ſceiF ſhe 
foame at the mouth . Out andalas, the heauens hatlreonſpired 
poore Bordello; onerthrowe. The vertuous T ipyoclea wretched 
- molt accurſcd hands , that haue truſt vp my fortuncs in thy 

e-knot. 


Scxna. 2. 


Emter Duke of Venice, Lord Prufac 
Artend, _.. 


Lord. eſe apparitionsdoe import more weight = 
Thenour diſtrafted ind can yet poize, 
Yet mighty Duke ſuſpend a whileall feare : 
us -. power in _ worth oy honor 
M ufficicnr to be your e 
Then thinke you 4 lubery. oy 
Ven, Sir we thanke you: neither 15 there one 


Knowne 


- 
- 
- 
— —— _— - —<a— —_— _ _ _ = 
. ” 


Mullcafſes rhe Tixke. 
_n_ vnto v3 wo Hearn on whoſe worth, 
I afſure ſuc you, 
Andto that end I brought ne: eman, 
As well to acquaint you with this deepe occurrence, 
I" much concernes eſent ſtate, as craue 


d er ELOy ge inſt loc» 1 GODS Jo. 1 
1 what art © 


Ko LIES dr. of mans fieſb, 


Praf. Lend 
A deed asblackeas mpeg bu hides it: 
A murdered gentlewoman, 
Lord, I villaine, iy coward-arme 
Preſume t eaſt rong to her e ſexe? 
Bord. Wrong np range bc have done her as' 
much _ necends haue bene tooneofher ſexe. 
Y Ven, rang tar won, ee wah ſce her face, 
ou may diſcerne rafter 
+ Logd. She bcares the image of Timoclea 
Wife vntod Borgiar, 
Yes. Soule of deluſion, inthis very ſhape 
The ghoſt of I®/ia was preſented Ow me. 
Lord, Amazement and the giddy thought of feare 
Run an vnſtcady circuit through my braine: 
T hy fcare and cremblſng doth proclaime.thy 
* Bord. Alas fir my ſhaking proceedes of a vg ague I 


have had this two houres, 
Lord. The time importunates and craves ſuddaine counſel), 


Guard ceaze him ſafe, ſome bearethisbody hence, 

Wedele vnto Borgias chamber him weete wake, 

Acquaint him with the ground of cur foſpition: 

Meane time be ſafe in me: nor loue nor Hife 

| Shall tnrae mine hon6rs curxent: Ile he your guard: 

This hand ſecmes your perſ6n, or my ſword 

Shall in the Traytours heart make good my word, Een. 


Scaxna. 3 
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rome. my ian arp _ 


dnt, JF . 
] Vocrmrttr Reap Al Grd 
Nere knew ſuch 

All. Tong ak 1 \ 
Then like P andora view thoſe y guifts, 
for Yar wins om iny Srr Tt 
om the ſhore ole outs a rets 


Elifium 
fear fd Fagan Gore 
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Juli. Syrens 
Mull, V Could! cut thoſe '$ ens Iulia, 
Or weremny vaier cxpmthliNN WS 7 
Te ee ES ous other, ©, "0 
Tous learned Gſter nailda ſtarre, ” OTE 
mightſt with ſafety heareme: thy Viaes loue 
Ce ast en bead er the the Apennine 
Feelesnot my fier: ambitjoaof rule , | 
Turnes althe hearc isleft inh Ret. | EA 


F hit | 
pr Or rg et end Sr 


Defeat A btn oriſewbou her, ahg is 
And vent in pleaſure ont elry. aence, P 

A carperricher then the breſt of Ti br: | 
Or T ag»: yellow channell, ſhall bep ke 

And preſt with [las weight. 6 |» 
Nor the blew ſea-god when-in ſtormes he tris 
On pearles as Orient asthe ryſing Eaſt, | 
For which theroyling Negro dines in vaine, 
Are boaſted offach wealth: thy bed as ſoft 
As downe feathers pluckt from Ledas ſwannes, 
Shall yceld ynto thy dalliance, 


- 


A 
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| 
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-Malleallestheirapfe: 
A hundred boyes like Cherubins 
As faireas P/echesloue H—— 
Tuli. Spovghtoretietnd ant not fir forplealure 
Or jf1 werethy: deloquence 
Sounds harſher in my eares then Siler dogs 
Vnto the fsighted Sea-man. 
£ $8 Mnl, Lady. 
Julia. Heather prophane, 
 AMnul, Begenile Madam. © 
I»/i4, If thou beeſt gentle leaue me Mahomet 
Our laucs like ourreligion are at warres 
And I diſclaime al! peace, | 
| Mal, And T alouvers ſmoothnes: your Vr.le's dead 
Hispower is mine, and you mult goe. 
Iulia. Soulc of wrongs: wither? y'are both ro weake 
Ther's more then woman in me: vi laue., 
Mull. You vrge me vnto violence come to;my chamver. 
Julia In hell or in my : a rape, treaſon: treaſon. 
Lord. A guard, ec, + | 
AMnl. Death of my hope, the Courr is vp. | 
Emer Lord, Venzee, andattendants: with Bordello bonnd. 
Uex. From hence. thevoice was heazd, be circumſpeR. 
Intia. Treaſon, treaſon. : 
| Lord. Who ſpeakes thatwerd? 
| Julia, Inha your Soueraigne. 
AMunl, Slence or thoudyeſt. 
| Lord, Error of darkenefſe in what Laborinth 
Our foules are plunged: raiſe the Court: /u/14? 
Jutia. ), 3 | 
Den: Inlia wd Minetleaſſer? | 
«| Mil, Inlixand Mulleaſſes fond Venetian 
Preuented at the pr int cf happrnes: 
Ven, Thus I redecme her. 43 0211. | Wi. 
Atnl, Andlike Cepbains kittthimeoynme' Procyer: '' '  * 
Tulia, Save me. ws | | 
Lord. Thy death ſhalt be her freedome mfidell, = 
| —___  A4vl. Why ſtopyouin your courſes ſhortbreathd chriſtians? 
A . K Naylg 
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| Mulleafſes the Turke: 
Nayle vs together, Now methinkes I ſtand 
Like a proud Lyon witha richer __—_ 
Then Neſs: would haue toine Herewles 
And dare your enuyes: my death.nto your ſtatc 
SEall be as ominous as his poyſond ſhirt: 
Your falſe ProteRor's dead: he mackt your griefes 
And made you weepe at [/ias funeral, 
W hoſe hope4 vnder wrought, and now had worne 
The wreath of Florence: loue and ambition, 
Kindled my cold braine from their muruall heate 
Sprung my aſpiring aume: nor (hall it ſincke 
But in the death of [xlia: ſince I cannot 
Quench my hot thirſt of luſt, and coole the heate 
1 hat hotter then the coales of Parta 
Burne in my liuer: like the ſnowy Dragon, 
Tangling the Elephant inhis ſnarled orbes: 
llc die in the purſuit of my defirc, 
And mixcour bloods in death to ſate my fire, 
Yen, Hold monſter. 
Lord, Damnation on thy ſoule, | | A. 
Ven. Thy death ſhall ranſome her. p: 
Axl, Death double thy feard force, and it ſome forme 
Afﬀright pale Hecate darken the Moone, 
Tlikethe Surne backt on th'Arcadian beaſt, 
When in his burning progreſlſe he did findge 
eAdovis gardens: from my ſoules faire light 
Chaſe cloudy feare: and like T gets: ſonne, 
When he was oynted with ambrofia, 
Am more then fire-proofe: liues nia yet? 
Yen, She lines dam'd villaine and out-liues thy hate. 
Afal. Death had bene kindein her: with her I might 
V nder the coole ſhades of El:/ium 
Plaied before Plto and made P r9ſerpine 
Asjealous as /wwe of my loue—— 
Bur ſince I muſt nor. = 
Emter Borgias, Philenzs, (- Phego. 


Borg. Vp from the darkeearths exhaltations 
Thicker _ 


mr rr EEC 


Mulleafſes the Turke. 
Thicker then Lernas foggy miſts and hide mes 
I cannot looſe their ſight, hell of feare! 
Phil. It fijesour eager ſteps; follow, follow. 
Lord, What mean: s thele clamours: Borgias? 
Mnl, Hah, Borgiar. 

Borg. Horror of ſfoules, I am ſurpriz'd, 
Atul. NWiufme ayre, falfe ſhape of Borgsas, 
Could thy vaine ſhaddow worke a feare in him 

Thatiikean A:/as vnder went thecarth 
W hen witha firme and conſtant eye he ſaw 
Hells fifty headed Porter: thus Ide proue 
Thy apparition idle: runnes at Bovgias 
Borg. Treaſon: 1 live: Devillsand FuriesT amflaine. 
Lord. Wonder of admiration: what diſtration isthis? 
Aſu!, Ha, ha, ha: climbe _ my mounting ſptrit 
And when thou haſt a ſpird to thy full hight 
Likea Collofſuson a baſe of cloudes 
Stand and applaud thy f:xrtune Boy o1as 
Borg, Grin'ſt helli/h Anticke? 
Mnl. Should the (erropram theefe ſtretch my torne fleſh = 
Rackt on his bed of ſteele: if on Carcaſs 
My growing liuer were expoſda prey 
Torauening Vulturs: I would ſtilliaugh 
To ſee thee like a falling Prne-tree recle 
In arough tempeſt, | 
| Burg. Hol vp ye broken Organs of my ſoule 
Carry me high, and make me ſtand as firme 
As Oakes on Ofſa: that advance their tops 
Euen till their rootesbreake. Timeclea 
Hnl. For loueof me kild her ownechilde 
Thy daughter e Amada. 
Lord, Amazement, 
Borg. Bleſt fates thanke you: I ſhalldye reueng'd 
Fly [owe ou'd Nemefir and at Tuſtice feete 
Shake thy triumpball Aſh: I flue Timec/ra 
Ant, By thee before thought dead 


] rookse 


-& I o\Mullcafſtsthe:Thrke. 
T rouke her fromthehen (eof iaibey | 1+ * 1 
When in the habit of a mnrdeyed 1936 
This night ſhc.appeatedto the Nukegtobrecd 
Suſpet inrhoametttec, and armethar hate 
Vary my plotted fation, | 

Ven, Damnd illyſfjor, "TY 
Lord, Whergis Fertars? A - 
Phil, Hernghe his guard, » bref 
Borg, So they are. Hekiid my flaue 
And in his habit byrthishazd he died.. 
Phil, Falſe peri«rd villain, be runs at bmy. 
Borg. Sinke, ſiuke (ytheron,g high Pul'netremv'c , 
Greene 7xepe wither, av. with-me forgee . 
Your place and bring, thiswhole worl4 of deſh 4 
With faggearth-quakes totters, 
Falſe Turke thy fate bea3 crudll as is Borgiar hate. nPritur. 
Mu). Stoope downe thon Lydian mount, bend thy £514 heal 
And hide ir in thy bracku(b fathers waucs . 
That as thou ſhri*k ſt, thy ſtarry loade may nod d 
At,CAMwlleafſes hal: or euer ſhroude | 

| Thoſe ioyfvll bonfires ina mourning cloude. moritur, 

i Yeu. luſt end of ticaſon. 

's Lord, Madame ovirdatiesioy yourlife | 

| And with your happineſſe.. . .::- | 

Ven. As the iult reward of daungers : 

My' Lord iclaimeher love. - FO 

Lorg. . Not without juſtice brauc-Venetian 

She is her ſclfe and frees; 411th 1 

| ITulia, And thus [ giue.ray- fe; > * 

| Lord, Heauensſeale itfor the goodof both our Rates, 

T Ven, Philenz9nr / _Y Y 

Wecan but gricue at great Ferrara: lofler 

A  Embaſſadours from-v4 Ghaltpleat our forrowes 

| . Euento your Senatesz meane timehis obſcquic s 

Shall want no honous;\Signior Fordells > ; *4hleC 

» © > 197 65s > ww, et yea _- 

Senate be 
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